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ltd been easy enough to start. These things never are, but Alice prided himself on finding the perfect 


cemetery for a Mass. 


You must understand, however, that this was no church mass. Devout citizens of Catholicism wouldn't be 


caught alive here, unless they were double-timing. 


A demon mass, a witch's mass; Alice never understood why they'd called it a Witch's mass in the days of 
yore. They weren't witches, the poor misguided women. More like the old version of groupies..and Alice and his 
horde enjoyed every one of them. Shame they had to go down in flames, but there were always more where 


they came from, no? 


It wasn't a fun event, no. All his little minions (of the legion he commanded, anyway..they numbered a fairly 


small thirty-six), the little dears, flocked their tiny hearts out around their newfound captive. 


ltd been hard to find this one; these kids were losing their virginity younger and younger! The elder demon 
sighed and mopped his forehead on a satiny handkerchief, stuffed it back in his breast pocket. 


He'd come dressed for the event: his navy cape swished behind him in a dramatic fashion, even though there 
was clearly no wind. He'd given up his silvery armor for something of a suit, long-sleeved and with leathery 
pants. These were no ordinary clothes, however. They were made of a mystical steel, flexible and deceptively 
frail looking; one attack would show however that neither the strongest bullet nor the strongest fire would put 
a dent or even singe the material. 


The captive..she was strapped to a grayish slab of marble, strapped down by bolts of ordinary steel; nothing 
fancy, she wasn't that strong at all. In fact, she was rather frail 


Her short blond hair frayed under her head, ironically like a halo, and her deep hazel eyes brimmed with tears. 
She was rather young, perhaps sixteen or so. Alice had half expected her to be a virgin, since the first one 
they'd chosen this year was a mere ten and hadn't been a virgin for a year. 

Kids today, what won't they do? 

The elder demon himself moved through the mob of thrashing, hot naked bodies. It seemed to be some type of 
orgy. Indeed, a few of the lower demons had been brought along as "entertainment", some of them engaged in 
various lewd acts on top of the decorative crosses that these foolish mortals so insisted would protect their 


deceased loved ones. 


They'd been brought along if things got lame, as it were..but they weren't supposed to because of the main 
event itselfl-speaking of which... 


Alice finally stepped up onto the marble slab, his foot on the girl's frail ribcage. He held it there until she 
stopped struggling, and she looked up at him with child-like fear. 


"Please don't..." she whimpered. Alice smirked and brushed a tear away on her soft cheek 
"Oh don't worry my dear," he sneered. "It's not me you have to worry about." 


Speaking of which... 


Alice cleared his throat, not a loud sound, but enough for an attention-grab. The mass looked at him anxiously, 


and he peered back among their numbers, frowning. 

"And where is he?" he spoke loudly. "Where is our guest of honor?" 

A murmur swelled among the mass and died away. Alice rolled his eyes in annoyance. 

"That's what | thought. Alright, who last saw Nikki?" 

"Nikki" is what he chose to call himself, and Alice had no idea why. It was a woman's namel 

He'd had many things planned out to call him, least of which being "daddy's little bitch". But the boy had settled 
on Nikki, and Alice had had the same reaction to it that he had to the boy's lateness: a deep sigh and even 
deeper eye roll 

The demons shook their collective head 

Accents 


Not a soul, it turned out. Where could that boy be? 


Alice looked again at the mob. He could let them continue, but they needed to be gone before the dawn! And if 
Nikki wasn't here, he'd miss yet ANOTHER chance to advance to his next level. 


The first time Alice had forgiven him, and sent the poor boy on his way with a smack. The second time he'd 
gotten pissed, and the third time..simply wasn't pretty. But now? After all the promises to do better, Alice felt 
very let down. He didn't like feeling let down. If he wasn't here by dawn, he'd pay this time.. 


A hoot and holler, and generally a bunch of yells signaled Alice to look to the pitch-black sky. The mass above 


turned their heads up as well, and gave a collective groan. 


There was a brief streak of light, and another loud yelp before something started falling to the Earth. Alice 
almost felt himself panic; if anyone saw him, he'd kill him FIRST. 


"WAHOOO!" Nikki shouted as he descended toward the Earth, and landed with a muted crash. He'd been riding 
something akin to a broomstick, upon further inspection, it was actually a mop. Alice saw this and felt his 


imaginary blood pressure rise. 
"NIKKI!" he hollered. "Where have you BEEN? And what is THAT contraption you're riding on?!" 


Its a mop, Sir," Nikki answered obediently, and thrust the mop forward. He grinned and smoothed his hair back. 


"| was out and going around, and | saw it and thought of the times those magic-whores used to ride on these!" 


"They rode brooms, boy," Alice said agitatedly. Nikki's happy grin turned into a confused frown. 
"What's the difference...°" 


"There IS no-ugh." Alice stomped his foot in a surprisingly effeminate gesture of anger. It was then that he 


remembered their purpose for being here, and grinned a wicked grin 

"Oh Nikki..we've been waiting for you. Since | didn't trust you this time to go find a virgin on your own." 

A stifled giggle erupted from the mass and Nikki looked around, mortified. 

Alice continued, "I found one for you." 

Nikki set his eyes on the girl for the first time. Her supple flesh, her undeveloped chest..yes, they had 
succeeded very well for him! He stepped slowly unto the marble table, laid his hands on the girl. She quivered 
under him in terror; he looked human enough, but what surrounded him certainly did NOT, and she rightly 
feared for her life. 

"What are you going to do to me..?" she whined, and Nikki chuckled uninvitingly. 


"Violate you in ways you'd never imagine... 


Alice smirked; the boy had a good choice of words. He flippantly swished his dark hair behind him with a flick 
of his hand. 


"Get on with it already, so the real fun can begin," he said. Nikki nodded and set his eyes on the deliciously 
young child before him. He clutched his hands around her throat, and the action made Alice himself startle. 


"What are you doing? You don't have to strangle her, she's no good to us dead!" 
‘lm not, just having a bit of fun!" Nikki assured, and took his hands away. In place of his hands, he placed his 
knee gingerly on the girl's throat. She gasped for air weakly as Nikki further examined what he had. Her legs 


were obscenely spread, leaving nothing to the imagination, one could even see inside her young slit.. 


Nikki quickly removed his knee when he saw the girl beginning to choke. He was determined not to screw up 


this time! He'd take her, take her slowly.. 


He went straight to work, licked his fingers and prodded inside the girl, but never entering her. He rubbed on 


her clit, causing the young girl to jump and renew her struggle to be freed 
"No! Please don't, oh god please don't!" 


Nikki laughed wildly and prepared to clamp down on the girl's throat again. "He won't help you now!" 


Sensing what he was about to do, Alice held his hand up. "Don't, | said she's no good to us dead!" 


But it was too late, as Nikki forced down on the girl's throat with more strength than he'd meant to; there 


was a sickening, resounding snap, and the girl gave a twitch before going limp. 


The crowd was silent, and suddenly there was an angry, collective shout. Nikki gasped in horror at what he had 
done, and turned to his father, who met him with an angry glare. 


Alice grabbed Nikki by his chin forcefully, snapping his head to face him. 
"You little imbecile! | give her to you on a fucking platter, and you can't even just take her virginity!" 


Nikki started to panic; he wasn't supposed to fuck up this time! He'd been so sure, but now he was sure that 
his immortal life was flashing before his eyes... 


"Please, Sir," he pleaded. "| didn't mean tol-Can't we find another sacrifice before the night is over?!" 


Alice looked upon the slowly lightening horizon. "If you'd shown up a few hours earlier, we could have! But you 


fucked that up too, didn't you, you little bastard?" 


"You're in it this time.." a voice slithered behind Nikki, and he couldn't deny that it was right, he was going to 
be punished this time, he just knew it.. 


Nikki knew he had really fucked up, and he secretly feared what could quickly become the deadly temper that 
his father possessed; while he was fairly sure Alice wouldn't murder him.fairly sure.he feared the 
repercussions that were yet to come. He had once again brought all this on himself, he sighed. If only he had 
stopped himself from taking that last shot-er.. last thirteen shots of tequila, he might have made it on time, 
but the mortals at the bar and especially the female ones were very impressed with his talent for consuming 
insane quantities of liquor without dying. The only real problem was that he tended to act completely crazy 


afterwards; hence, the mop. 


Alice glared at his suddenly sober son from his soft red leather chair behind the large mahogany wood desk in 
his study, where he had dragged Nikki when the arrived in the castle just a few minutes earlier; to Nikki it had 
felt like hours. He really knew that his son could succeed as a demon, he had the cunning and the ruthlessness 
of his ancestry; he was just distracted far too easily by earthly things and desires. Well, that was a 
consequence of his being a quarter-human, blame that on his mother. Scratch that, Alice thought, blame him 
for fucking that stupid whore to begin with. 


Nikki's mother had been a sacrifice gone awry, so to speak. A lovely red-haired virgin at the ripe age of 
sixteen who had offered herself willingly, naked, and doggy-style to him on a marble slab as a horde of 


onlookers watched and mentally placed Alice on a demonic pedestal. The whole ceremony had been far easier 


than it should have been, and little did he know the flame-haired whore was actually an amateur half-human 
witch who had cast a youth spell upon herself to trap him after he had refused to sleep with her. He could 
have kicked himself when after the ceremony she turned back into the inky haired freak that Alice detested 


with a passion. 


Exactly nine months to the day later on Halloween, during an awful storm he had heard a knock on the door, 
and upon answering found a tiny dark haired, black eyed baby in a basket on the stoop of his castle. The note 
merely read in a scrawled hand-The result of our coupling is born. He is a powerful child my love, you will not 
be disappointed. | present your son! 


Alice sighed now thinking of it; it was moments like this when Nikki was in trouble for something stupid like 
tonight that he thought of his arrival. Hell, for all he knew the witch had conjured him from a dead cat, cause 
she'd certainly lied about him being ‘not disappointed’. Sadly enough, Nikki had been a disappointment to him for 
the past three years or since he had gotten old enough to have a mind of his own It had to stop and it had to 
stop now! 


"You have failed yet again, Nikki. Why?" Alice stood suddenly, making his errant son take a step back. 


| was partying at a bar in town and well, | lost track of time, Father. | am very sorry." Nikki studied his shoes 


intently, not able to stand the hurt look on his fathers face. 


"Why did you kill the girl? Do you have any idea how fucking hard it is to find a damned virgin in these times 
of lust and sex? Do you? | went through hell to get that kid and | served her to you on a silver platter" 


"It was a marble slab, Father," Nikki said without really knowing why, he knew how badly his father hated to be 
cut off like that. 


"How dare you interrupt mel | demand your respect, | am your father!" Alice was in a fine rage now, hands and 
cape waving in the windless air. "That is all of your mouth that | am planning to take tonight! Go to your 


room!" 


"I am not a child and how dare you treat me like one! | hate you!" Nikki spoke mostly from fear and humiliation 
at being berated like this before all the house servants that lurked just beyond the open study door, and to 
accentuate his point he slammed his bedroom door in an age old childish gesture well- known with all children, 


even half-demon ones. 
"Then stop acting like one!" thundered Alice from down the spiraling stone staircase. 


He sighed and paced the room, thinking of just what he was going to say to Nikki when he went into that room. 
He had to impress upon him that this was his last chance to become the lord of the demonic underworld. If he 
fucked up again, Alice would be forced to search elsewhere for an heir. Even if that meant impregnating some 


other witch or street walking magic whore and waiting another seventeen years to induct him as Prince of the 


Demons soon to be Lord of the Demons when or if Alice ever decided to retire or died.NO! NO! He pounded his 
fist on his palm; Nikki was going to succeed and that was final! 


Nikki could do little more than watch the door and wait for his father to arrive and do as he wished with him. 
He knew it was not going to be pretty but he deserved it. With a frown and sigh, he turned off the TV-damn 
thing was useless to him. It was a pacifier when he was bored, but aside from the few porn movies he swiped 
from Earth the only thing on Hell's cable TV were reruns of 90210, various reality shows including the Real 


World, and Japanese Anime. 
"Nikkil" Alice stormed into the room, staring coldly at his son, arms crossed behind him sternly. 


"At least shut the door," Nikki said with a loathsome sigh, and stood to face whatever he had coming like the 


proud quarter-demon he was. 


The door slammed in the faces of stunned house servants who were eavesdropping by the door; they had long 
been fascinated by the disciplinary actions Alice was known to take. And tonight they would not be let down by 
the sharp yelps and slaps that echoed in the dark room. Quickly, they turned back to their various chores 


when Alice stormed out of the room and into his own. 


Nikki sniffed as he lay on his bed, exactly where he had been left. He refused to cry but the tears were 
coming anyway, soaking his black satin pillowcase. He was sorry, and not because his father had made him, but 
because he knew he had once again let the one person in the world or galaxy who loved him down. He didn't 


deserve to live, he thought. 


Damn his immortality or he'd slash his wrist right now. Sniffling again, he rose stiffly and moved into the 
bathroom to examine the damage that was done to him. He was sure he had a black eye, a few welts, and 
maybe a busted lip, odd for a being that has no blood, he thought. But why question it? His father had 
probably done this to mark him just so every one of his minions could look at him and laugh tommorrow, when 
he could scarcely walk and looked like he'd been in a losing fight with a demon-oh wait! He had been, with his 
father to be exact. 


Rubbing the side of his face he allowed his thoughts to wander to the future. A not too distant future. He was 
going to have to find a virgin sacrifice and take her so he could advance to the 12th level of his demonhood, 
the next to the last level before he was a true demon. And if he didn't find it soon he was going to be an 
utter failure and laughingstock of all of all that was unholy! 


Storming back into his bedroom he slammed the door again and stared out the window..thinking. Now, where 
had he seen a blonde virgin? A snarl curled at his mouth-uh huh. 


That blonde cutie from the church-now what was that kid's name? Nikki tapped his wounded lip in frustration 


Bret! Yes, Bret Something-or-other..he would be perfect! 


And if Bret had only known what was going on at that moment and that his destiny was about to come to a 
grinding halt. He might have been a litle less concerned about his baby brother who'd been called into the 
master bedroom to be punished for some offence or something, and a little more worried about his life that 


was in danger... 


Abuduction of a Target 
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"Young man" 

Vince cringed at the faint, far-too-calm voice, and looked at the shattered window. 

It was a simple game of catch. At least he'd wanted it to be simple. Some of his friends had dropped by for a 
bit of a game, and his father had left at the same moment. They were all thrilled at the prospect of being 
alone from that intimidating man, but he'd put Vince's older brother Bret in charge. 

Shit. 

Bret was really passive, but he could get overly "big-brother" like if he wanted to. 


Stupid blondes. 


And because he had been too busy talking to his man-slut boyfriend on the phone to supervise the damn 


game, a baseball had flown through the window, shattering it into a million pieces! 
He'd pay, but Vince knew he'd pay first.. 


He'd been getting into a lot of trouble since mom had left, he thought to himself as he made that 


excruciatingly long walk upstairs to the master bedroom. 


Since mom had gone, dad had changed too. He'd become progressively angry and aggressive, more violent. He'd 


even hit Bret a few times, but he'd always seemed to pick on Vince the most. 
That was how the younger sibling saw it in comparison to his elder, anyway. 


His trek ended at the looming, slightly ajar white door that led into his father's room. Vince knew the inside by 
heart, tall, cream walls, burgundy carpeting, mahogany desk with the deep green and white King James Bible, 


sitting atop like a judge, and the soft, dark bed with the fluffy cotton sheets.. 

At some time during his childhood, he'd come to love that bed. It once represented a sign of tranquility, when 
his mother was alive; when she died, a symbol of comfort. However, it also represented every time he'd gotten 
in trouble, when his father told him how much he loved him, touched him, then smacked him to the ground 
after every declaration of paternal emotion 

Now he loathed it like no man could hate an inanimate object. He despised it now as if it had a life of its own. 
Taking a deep breath, he stepped into the room, his father at his usual spot on the bed. 

"Young man," he said again. "I do believe you have some explaining..." 

"Dad, | already told you..we were just playing and Heck missed the ball.” 


"What did | tell you about playing ball in the house? God doesn't smile upon disobedient boys." 


God doesn't smile on hypocrites, either, Vince thought, but didn’t voice it. He just braced himself for the verbal 


abuse that was to come. 
However, this time would be different.. 
"Take your pants off. It's time | taught you a lesson 


The request didn't register in Vince's mind at first. When the command was firmly repeated, he was jarred out 


of his shock 
Oh god, the man was serious. 
"| said take your damn pants of fl" 


Still slightly numb with awe, Vince undid the button and zipper on his pants, let them slowly drop to the floor. 


His father motioned for him to remove his charcoal boxers as well, and Vince's eyes grew wide. 

"Wh-what are you going to do..?" he whimpered. He saw his father open one of the drawers on his dresser and 
pull out something resembling a small cricket bat..it was a small, thick, wooden oblong square paddle that 
tapered off into a handle wrapped in layers of leather. Vince felt himself grow dizzy and stagger as he finally 
figured out what his punishment was going to be. 


"You're not..that's—" 


"Going to teach you to never disobey me again!" 


Vince was instructed more than once to lay across the bed, and when he finally did so his father's patience 
had been more than tested. 
Bret let out a choked sob at the loud screams coming from the master bedroom. 


He was way too old to cry, but this hurt! He should have been watching them more closely, but he'd been too 
busy rattling off with CC that he'd completely lost track of everything. 


In reality, he'd been trying to get rid of him. 


There was no real reason Bret let CC dangle from his finger the way he did. The sex wasn't even good. Most 


of the time the bastard was too immersed with his own coke habit to even get it up, let alone "perform". 
But he'd heard the crash and immediately snapped the phone back on its hook 


When he saw the shattered window, despite himself, he prayed to every god he could name that their father 


would suddenly get in a car wreck and not come back home. 
But before he'd had a chance to remedy the situation, the man had shown up and now this. 


Bret could only guess what was going on behind that door, but he knew it should be him in there taking it, not 
Vince. And he wished to God that he was. 


He jumped suddenly when their father stormed out the room, and Vince came limping along behind him. The 
younger boy tried not to let show that he'd been crying most profusely, but his red eyes and soaked face and 
shirt greatly disproved that. 


Before Bret could utter a word, his father said loudly, "Get in the car!" 


"What did you do to him?!" Bret screamed back before he could stop himself. Vince shook his head pleadingly, 
and Bret silenced himself before he brought anything worse onto the two of them. 


Instead, he gently took his younger brother and held him close, led him out to the car. They both climbed into 
the backseat, their father slamming the door of the front. The drive seemed endless and painfully silent, 
punctuated only by Vince's sniffling and whimpers. Bret shushed his sibling himself, and Vince settled for laying 
his head in the crook of his elder brother's neck, his hot breath causing a patch of moisture there. It wasn't 


long before the painfully awkward drive came to an end at a familiar symbol of hypocrisy: a church. 


Bret still wanted to kill the bastard for this. 


How dare he hurt his kid brother! Brets hand rubbed gently along his baby brother's bare arm, giving him as 


much comfort as his touch could provide. But, far below something sinister was happening-and not just in 
Bret's pants because it was, but in Hell where Nikki was gathering his minions who were still angry with him 
for the previous night's mishap but were really excited about the possibility of a sacrifice. 


Vince had cried into Bret's shoulder until the tears would not come, and now was simply trembling as he 
allowed himself to be lead into the daunting church. The place had given him the creeps since he was old 
enough to know what it was. He always felt as if he were not good enough to be before such a presence as 
God, and His Almighty judgment was falling all over him like the tiny dust particles in the moonbeam through 
the window. 


The place was made equally spooky by the tiny candles lit at the altar for various prayers and dreams that 
would never come true. The tall and imposing father figure in front of the two boys stopped and looked down 
at them disapprovingly. At seventeen, Vince was still a full foot shorter than his father and almost half a foot 


shorter than his nineteen year old brother. 


"You two wait in the confessional-l'll go scare up a Father to hear your confession," said the tall man, his 
sharp stern features highlighted in the shadows and made deeper by those damned flickering candles. 


"Confess what?" Bret snapped. "We made a mistake - we didn't commit adultery!" 


"You will do as | say!" The man turned on his heel and left the two brothers still clinging to each other in the 


aisle of the church, scared to move. 


‘Its no use," Vince sobbed on Bret's shoulder again. "He's always going to own us..! don't wanna go in that 


confessional-" 
"Hush. It's ok, baby brother, and you won't be confessing to anyone tonight. Lets just go." Bret whispered. 
"Go? Go where?" Vince was intrigued. 


"Away. Anywhere would be better than here." Bret sighed and led his still whimpering brother out into the 


darkness. 


Now why he thought a graveyard was less spooky than the church, Bret didn't know. But he lead the wide- 
eyed Vince through the huge marble markers of lives past on to the hereafter. He was heading towards the 
thick woods behind the church to wait out the night, the possibility of demons or being eaten by wild animals 
much easier to stomach than going home with that bastard father of his. Somewhere an owl hooted, and was 
answered, making Vince cling closer. Certain that they were far enough away from the church and assured 
that their father would never think to look down here so far in the dark woods, Bret stopped and sat down on 


the foot of a giant heralding concrete angel. 


"Sit down a while.” Bret smiled up to Vince. 


"l- l- | cant" Vince sniffled pitifully kneeling in front of Bret and resting his head on his brother's knee. "Thank 
you," he said at length. 


"Don't mention it, baby brother. l'm so sorry | got you into this" Bret absently played with the golden strands 


in his hands and traced Vince's face. 

"Snot your fault" Vince squirmed and his cheek brushed Bret's suddenly strained and bulging jeans, the scent 
of hot desire and sweat tinged his nostrils. He had long known about his brother's ‘affairs’ with other men- 
especially one CC. Deville-and he was curious. "Bret?" 

"Mmmmm?" 


"What's it like?" Vince whispered. 


"What's what like?" Bret replied looking down at his baby brothers still-wet brown eyes that were searching 


his cerulean ones. 

"Being with a man," Vince said hurriedly, flushing with embarrassment. "I- l- wanna know." 

ls there a certain man you had in mind?" 

"Y- y- you." Vince spat it out and buried his face in his brothers blue denim pants leg. 

"Me?" Bret said and almost smiled, "Why didn't you say so? | would have let you." 

"You would? | mean- now?" Vince's fingers wee already fingering the gold zipper. 

"Well, | guess. If you want" Bret touched his brothers shoulder. 

It was all the encouragement that Vince needed. He was not ready to admit that the whole ride here in Brets 
arms had made him hotter than a coal train going South in June, and he was bursting in his 50l's. All he 
wanted was Bret's touch on that rock hardness, but to get you have to give. And give he did as his soft and 
inexperienced hands searched Bret's overheated cock. Wet, hot lips slipped down over the mushroom head, and 
Bret went into orbit. He sighed and made a mental note to show Vince some more of that bootlegged porn he 
had stored under his bed. Tongue swirling, Vince brought Bret to a quick climax and swallowed the proof. 

Oh, the irony of getting blown in a graveyard on Gabrielle's feet, Bret thought as he slowly allowed his brother 
to sit carefully in his lap, careful of his still bruised behind that Bret had gotten a glimpse of when he'd 
removed his jeans. Vince pushed into Bret's hands, the thick dark curls brushing softly against Bret's fingers as 


he stroked in a slow teasing rhythm. 


"My, you're bigger than me. That's not fair, you're my baby brother." Bret murmured, liking the feel of pre- 
cum oozing over his hand. He had been mildly shocked to find his baby brother's groin sweat soaked and 


hardened, and the smell of heat had all but overtaken him in the fresh night air. 


‘lm sorry." Vince giggled rather childishly into Brets neck; reveling in his brothers touch just felt so right and 
suddenly the real thing was flowing like white hot lava over Brets clenched fist. 


"Oh, sweet Mother Mary!" came the brassy voice from behind them. 

Whirling so fast he fell off the angel statue and dropped Vince onto the dew soaked grass, Bret saw his father 
looming over them. His hands were undoing the silvery belt buckle and pulling the thick black strap from his 
waist, but Bret and Vince weren't about to just take it. Slipping on the wet grass, the pair half-ran and half- 


crawled towards the woods. 


Suddenly in front of them a white light appeared and when it faded it revealed Nikki and his band of demonic 


minions. 


"Oh, Dear God!" Bret gasped in terror-- this was the demonic face that had taunted him from his dreams at 
night! 


"Sweet Mother of God!" Vince squeaked as he fumbled hopelessly with the fly of his jeans. 
"Oh, not even close my dear sweet child!" Slash smirked from behind his snarling leader. 


"What is it you want?" Vince's father spoke from somewhere behind him; his choice was the hellish demon 


before him, or the more earthly demon known as his father lurking in the shadow of the Gabrielle statue. 

| have come for your virgin son," Nikki said it as calmly as if he had asked for a cup of sugar. 

"Both my sons are virgin.” the man said with an air of uncertainty. 

"Yeah, thats what you think old man!" Nikki raised his crossbow and aimed it at no one in particular. 

Always quick to defend his older brother when he got half a chance, Vince jumped in front of Bret. The older 
blonde was loath to be saved by his baby sibling and quickly jerked the foolish youth to the side and tried to 
take his place. Their father was suddenly rooted to his spot with some sort of spell, or perhaps his own fear. 


"Very well, | shall take them both!" Nikki snapped in his agitation 


"No!" Vince and Bret struggled on the ground as Nikki took a step forward, suddenly becoming entangled in his 
cape and falling flat on his face. 


The crossbow spat the arrow at the wrestling boys and everyone stared in horror when the thing lodged in 
Bret's chest. Crimson life essence leaked out over the denim shirt he wore and his cerulean eyes widened first 


in shock, and then locked in a death stare. In a moment of final lucidity he muttered a Hail Mary and fell to his 


knees to die on the ground at Vince's feet. Suddenly, Vince heard the sickening thud of another arrow sinking 
itself into his father's back. Wide-eyed and terrified he bolted, only to find that Nikki was faster and had his 
wrapped in his arms and vanished with the child before he could scream. 


Somewhere in Hell: 


Alice was cackling in great pride. His son was FINALLY getting something right. 


Ars Moriendi 


Author's Notes: 
Okay..this bastard is really long, really weird, and it just made my whole life worth it. | hope you enjoy, because 
what comes next looks nothing like it 


| can't believe this," Axl remarked. "You fucked up..then you did something RIGHT!" 

"He still fucked up," someone called behind him in the room. 

"But then he did something right!" 

Nikki and his horde were in his room, wanting so badly to celebrate their victory-disbelief stopped them. 


Nikki himself was so shocked that he managed to bag a virgin that he'd immediately dropped back down to Hell 
and flopped face-forward on his bed. 


"Incredible," he'd said. 

Presently, his gang were slowly coming over their shock and getting loose in the room, surrounding the 
frightened captive. They hadn't bothered to chain him up or anything for the simple fact that even if he DID 
escape, where was he going to go? 


"Such a pretty little thing,” Mick cooed mockingly. "I am SO going to enjoy this... 


At that, Nikki suddenly perked up. He'd been so immersed in the proverbial slapping himself on the back for a 
job medium-well, he'd forgotten that he wasn't quite finished yet! 


"The sacrifice! Oh yeah.." 


"Don't tell me you forgot," Duff mumbled. Duff was his second-in-command, meaning that if Nikki somehow 


fucked up the Space-Time Continuum Duff would have to take over the blame. 
"l-l didn't forget!" Nikki stuttered. "| was just distracted..yeah. Anyone got the time?" 
"May | remind you that we're in Hell, ergo there are no clocks?" Before Nikki could dignify that with an answer, 


Alice smoked into the room. Smoked being the only way to describe it, as it wasn't that he just appeared via a 


veil of smoke, rather, he formed from the plume of smoke itself as a solid, living being. 


"It is exactly..ten of the clock," Alice said, mimicking the voice of a phone operator. Nikki gave a half-smile at 
seeing his father in a relatively good mood. Around him, anyway. 


"Well, well my boy!" the elder demon said. "I don't believe it, but you got a nice catch here!" 

Alice leaned down to examine Vince more closely. He took in the boy's young, fine features, and most of all his 
fearful expression. He smirked and looked from Vince to Nikki and back again, it was perfect! If anything went 

wrong, he'd shoot himself. Of course, he wouldn't die, but maybe... 

Alice was distracted from his thoughts when a small orb of white light appeared on his shoulder. He rolled his 
eyes; this probably wasn't a good sign. Unlike most satans, who came to their masters in times of good news 

and victorious conquests, his was a bookish little creature who only foretold bad omens. He'd have to 


renegotiate his eternal contract with Lucifer... 


The little satan appeared from the luminescent orb on Alice's shoulder. He was a jade-colored, serpentine 
creature with wings twice the size of his body, beady, cobalt eyes and a smart mouth. 


"Master," he rasped, "I see Lord Nikki has finally acquired himself the..proper components for his ascension to 
the next level?" 


"Clearly," Alice said in a bored manner. "What good tidings do you bring?" 


"Nothing of the sort," the satan shot back dryly. "Merely congratulating you. | assume you've prepared the 


boy.. 
Alice's eyes went wide, while Nikki's opened in puzzlement. Of all the..! 

He'd forgotten to prepare him! Oh damn. 

At his Master's look, the satan allowed himself a brief chuckle. Alice smacked his head and groaned. 

The preparation ceremony, always freakishly elaborate, involved the taking of a demon's own breed; his own 
seed being passed into the child's carrying the demonic knowledge said spawn would need to take over his 
father's place. 

"Well, you know.. didn't do THAT, | just kinda showed him the ropes." Alice stuttered. It wasn't that he was 
very against fucking his child, just that what if they didn't have enough time? He refused to let Nikki use him 
as the scapegoat this time. That would certainly break a physical law of science, or something. 


His satan tisked disapprovingly. "Oh, sir, you KNOW merely teaching won't work." 


"Why not?" Alice fairly whined, 


"BECAUSE!" The satan shouted back, and the two of them began a full-scale argument. 


Nikki couldn't say he wasn't enjoying seeing his father squirm, but they were wasting precious time! He'd never 
been told about any "preparation", for he felt himself quite ready, but if he had to then he would. What harm 
could it do? 


"Father..FATHER!" Nikki shouted, breaking up the fight. 
"What?" both satan and master answered in unison. 


"If there is a preparation..thingy, can we just get it over with?" Nikki said with a sigh, rubbing his forehead. 
Alice rolled his eyes; he hated giving into his satan 


"Fine..but lets make it quick for once," he grumbled, and left the room, expecting Nikki to follow. The younger 


demon was on his father's heels when one of his minions, Slash, tugged on his arm. 
"What about..er, this'un?" 


‘Oh..er, youl Come with me,” Nikki commanded. He'd just have to drop him off in the dungeons, and chain him 
there; it was for his own good, since if he left the poor thing here, he was sure that when he came back his 


prize would be either dismantled, dead, or worse from their idea of "playing". 

Vince shakily rose to the cat-calls of the strange, nearly human-esque bunch of demons around him. It 
seemed like miles and miles (but was only feet) to this strange, spike-haired demon that every one called Nicky 
or something, but he eventually over came the distance. He appeared at Nikki's side at length, at least happy to 


be away from the leering mob. 


"Uh, you..come with me. And don't touch the walls," Nikki murmured, and followed his father out the room. 


Nikki thought his father was leading him to his study, but instead, the elder demon led him to..emmpty space. 
"What's..this?" 


'Its-hey, what's he doing here?" Alice's satan remarked, finally catching sight of Vince. Vince, not really 
knowing why, cowered behind Nikki; Nikki saw him and realized he'd forgot to drop him off in the dungeons. 


"Get rid of him! He need not be here!" 


“Alright, alright already!" Nikki said hurriedly, and drug Vince back. He came to a vast, cold lobby-esque room 
with black stone walls and floors, and at the end of the room, hollowed out into the wall were two large, 
spacious dungeons with chains on the walls, ceiling, and floor. There were bars in front to keep the prisoners in, 


bars unlike anything Vince had seen Nikki saw the young boy staring in wonder at the prison and smirked. 


"Those bars can take a lot of damage." he explained, not knowing why. He didn't have anything to fear from the 


boy, it was a mere human, young at that! 
"H-how much?" 


"More than you can put on. You're going to be there until me and Father get done doing this..thing.." Nikki said, 
scratching his head and leading Vince to the dungeons. He was starting to get suspicious of why Vince was 
going along with all this... 


Until the ungrateful bastard bit his arm. 
"YOW!" Nikki hollered as Vince bit on his arm with all his might. "You little—let go!" 


Vince most certainly did not let go, instead biting down harder. Nikki slapped the boy thrice on his face, 
eventually wounding him enough to free his hand. The bite marks in his hand instantly healed, but the pain 


lingered. 
"What'd you do that for?!" 


"What the fuck are you?! An’ why am | here?!" Vince spat, and Nikki was impressed. For such a little thing, he 
had a big mouth... 


"Look, I'll explain all that later..just get in the fucking dungeon!" 
"Make me!" 


"If you insist..." Nikki shot out his hand without actually striking Vince; Vince flinched, or tried to. He came to 
realize that Nikki had found some way to paralyze his movements. Furthermore, he found himself floating, or 


maybe just drifting, toward the prison. 
"No! Let me go damn you!" 


"I can't, not until this ceremony is over!" Nikki explained viciously. To receive the new captive, the bars opened 
up of their own will, and Vince found himself quickly encased. Before he could attempt to run out again, the 
chains behind him quickly snapped forth and grabbed his wrists. Vince let out a scream as he was jerked 


harshly against the wall. Nikki chortled at his own good work. 


"See you in a bit, sweetheart,” he sneered, and went back up to rejoin his father and his little satan, not seeing 


the leering eyes of the demons behind him. 


Vince strained again at the magical chains and shrieked his discontent at the inky darkness that seemed to 
surround him. The black of the dungeon was broken lightly by the flaming sconces on the wall, and it was 


awfully damp and miserable; who'd have ever thought Hell would be damp? I+ couldn't get any worse. 

Oh, he was wrong. 

ANYTHING, and even living with his father would be better than this. He was beyond petrified as he stared out 
between the bars of his prison, the tears that had once flowed so easy were now completely dry and refusing 
to fall. His wrists were going numb from the constraint of the chains coupled with his weight pulling down on 


them. 


"Help! Please, help me." Vince's sobbing voice broke off into a frustrated scream-no one could hear him here. 


This was it, this was how he was going to die--in a dark damp prison in Hell. 


"God?" Vince looked upward to the foreboding ceiling. "Why have you turned from me? What have | done? All | 


did was break a stupid window-" 


"What the fuck are you screaming about? God can't hear you down herel" The tiny satan smirked at Vince 


from his perch on a horizontal bar. 


"Why am | here? What are you going to do to me?" Vince narrowed hazel eyes at the tiny serpent who 


seemed to suddenly float before him. 

"You will find out soon enough, my little blonde virgin. Once Alice has performed the ceremony on Nikki you will 
become the sacrifice to elevate the Lord of the Demons’ son into his twelfth level of demonhood" The tiny 
thing fluttered about, like a grotesque butterfly, closer to Vince's face. 


"Sacrifice?" Vince's eyes widened. "What do you mean?" 


| mean," said the demonic thing, "that after Nikki and his minions are done with you-oh, why spoil it? You'll see 


it soon enough." 


"Wait! Don't leave!" Vince cried to the disappearing serpent, someone was better than no one to talk to, even if 


it was a green scaly demon. 


Meanwhile... 


Back again at the huge, empty black space, the tiny satan rejoined Alice and his son, who was still quite puzzled. 
"What's this lead to?" Nikki asked after a few minutes of unbearable silence. 
"The room in which we are to begin in," Alice stated simply. 


"Soare we gonna like..fly?" 


"What? Oh, no." Alice muttered something that vaguely sounded like Latin and clapped his hands. Nikki's eyes 
widened as stones started appearing in a free spiral, step by step. At last, the last stone reached them and 


Alice took the first step. His little dragon servant swirled excitedly around his head, and Nikki followed, voicing 
his distrust of the stones. 


"They don't seem to hold much weight.." he said, jumping on a particular stone; it's unsteadiness sent pricks of 


fear down his spine. 


"That's because you're JUMPING on it, dumbass!" screamed the serpent, and Alice made a move to flick him 


away. 


"What are you, a demon or a pussy?" Alice remarked with a sly smirk. This had the intended effect of making 
Nikki straighten up as if he'd literally grown a spine. 


‘| ain't no pussy!" he said brashly, and shoved past his father-albeit clumsily-and up the rest of the way of 
the spiral. 


The stone spiral led to a brief walkway, and then a set of grand, finely polished wooden doors. 
"Don't just stand there, go in!" 
"What IS this..2" Nikki said, somewhat dumbly. Alice sighed; he'd been doing so well 


After much shoving and explaining of various, uninteresting figures, Nikki found himself in his father's room 


staring at him suspiciously as he moved around the onyx furniture, avoiding his son's glances. 
"Well? Now what?" Nikki broke the uncomfortable silence. 
"Oh, Nikki-- " Alice sighed again and then finally made eye contact. "I guess we should get this over with." 


"Yeah, | think so too.. I'd like to get on with the taking of my virgin" Nikki buffed his glassy nails on his silken 
shirt. 


"Do you even know what this rite is?" 


"Well, no, course not-does it matter? What do | do?" Nikki rolled his eyes getting more impatient by the 


second; what was so difficult it was going to take so long? 


Alice turned to the mirror and stared at his own reflection as well as Nikki's over his shoulder. He had 
fantasized many times about this day—quite a few times on lonely nights when he had finished with whatever 
lucky evil slut-groupie he could find. He had just planned it a different way-maybe that his willful son would 


come crawling to him. 


Nikki was gazing, too, at his father, whose face was clouded in thought and it was unnerving him; and that was 
no small feat for the son of the Lord of Demons. It was just when his father had that expression it usually 
boded ill for Nikki. Shuffling his feet in anticipation, he sighed at his father. 

"Will you just get on with the fucking ritual?" Nikki fairly yelled at last. 


"Don't you take that tone with mel" Alice snapped, vexed that even now, Nikki insisted on taking the upper-hand, 
and he didn't like how easy this was for him; and how pleasurable it was gonna be to violate his son's virtue. 


That is, if demons can have said virtue... 


"Just tell me what to do." Nikki stared coldly at his father, wondering why he wasn't getting out the daggers, 


stones, herbs, and other assorted implements used in the performing of rituals. 
"Take off all your clothes." Alice frowned a little, although he didn't mean it. "And get on the bed” 


"What?!" Nikki's eyes widened in shock and a little terror; he didn't know what the hell was to come but if it 
required him to be naked, he got the feeling that something very fucked up was going to occur this night. 


"Tis the passing of wisdom from an elder to son-the beginning of the level twelve ascension. | am to infuse 
you with my seed and power to rule all of..evildom forever!" Alice cackled wildly and then looked at a still- 


confused Nikki. 


"What are you doing here?" came the rasping devilish voice of the tiny satan. "This is not a seduction-this is a 
passing of the torch. The brutal infusion of your power to your sonl" 


"Did you have other plans?" asked Alice. 


"You are supposed to do this in the Dark Room, the room where all the power of your evil dwells.. on the 


unholy symbol of the pentagram," said the tiny being, holding up one tiny clawed toe. 


"Very well. | fail to see why it matters where | deflower my son.. but as you wish, Puff" Alice referred to the 


lovable little children's cartoon character that he knew the evil little beast despised. 


"What did you call me?" The teeny thing seemed to swell in agitation and his master thought it quite funny, 
and only angered it further by laughing practically in his face. 


"Draco, you are far too touchy." Alice petted the seething demon and looked at Nikki. "Come with me, son" 
In the Dark Room, or so it was called, Nikki found a giant Pentagram on the floor that seemed to glow and 


flicker as if a flame lived under it. His eyes took it all in very intently, he had never seen it before-had never 


been allowed in this room. The flickering light only deepened his father's already too sharp cheekbones, and 


made him look even more sinister than previously, and it echoed softly on the polished rough walls. 


"What is this place for?" Nikki's mind suddenly registered the word deflower and gasped, backing up two whole 
steps. Surely his father didn't mean to-! 


"There is no way to escape now," Alice sighed, reading his son's mind. "Twon't be as bad as you anticipate.” 
"But-but-" 


Alice raised a hand and suddenly his bed appeared in the center of the symbol, the black satin sheets that 
adorned it glistening in pale flame light. Alice moved towards the bed, and Nikki was pulled along as well by 
some unseen force. Fear chilled him but his skin still tingled when his father touched his arm and then 


proceeded to undress him slowly. 


As Nikki stood unclothed before his rapidly disrobing father, he heard from somewhere in the distance a shrill 
whine that turned into a thousand voices chanting in unison, in tongues that were lost upon his ears that were 
still unaccustomed to the language of evil. Not sure what to do or what was expected of him, Nikki felt an 
unfamiliar tremble go up his spine and a very familiar hardening from his nether regions. A hardening that was 
unexpected considering that it was for his father. 


"I will not hurt you, son. Join me here on the bed" Alice held out a hand, and with a nervous smile Nikki did as 


he was told. 
"What are you going to do, father?" Nikki bowed his head a little to hide the growing blush. 


‘lm going to make you feel like you have never felt before. And when it is over, | promise you will be more 
than ready to ascend to the twelfth level," said Alice, his lips settling on Nikki's heated neck flesh and suckling 


carefully, sampling it like a vampire tasting his latest victim; luckily for Nikki, Alice was not one. 


But the ‘make- out part didn't last long before Alice was backing away and pushing his dark-haired son face 
down onto the bed. Shivering in a little fear, Nikki cocked his head back to watch his father lower his mouth to 
his bared buttocks and lave kisses along the curve with a sigh. The sensation made him twitch all over, but 
nothing prepared him for the next feeling—his father's tongue delving into him, literally inside of him. 


He allowed the feeling to encase him, pushing away the world around them. Alice was fighting back the urge to 


just slam into his virgin son, he knew the proper rites had to be read and procedure taken... 


"Darkest Lord,” Alice began raising his arms high and the rest was lost in the gibberish of satanic tongues 
that were beyond Nikki's comprehension, 


So lost in the hypnotic rhythm of the chants he hardly felt the teasing of Alice's cock against him, but when 
he slipped it in... into Nikki's tight virginal entrance he felt pain like he had never felt before. His delicate skin 
tore and stretched at the onslaught and the tears he fought bubbled to the surface and fell onto the satin 


pillowcase below. The thrusts were firm but slow, as not to mutilate the satiny heated skin within the walls of 
Nikki's body. The drawing of blood however was necessary for the last part of the ritual. 


Sweat beaded on the elder's forehead and traced its way down his Roman nose to drip on the younger demon's 
back. Faster and more erratic the thrusts grew as Alice reached his climax. Nikki's pain drenched screams rent 
the still air and drifted all the way into the dungeons where Vince's eyes widened in utter terror. 

If he was capable of this type of violence on his own son-what would he do to HM? 


"Aww, feeling lonely there?" came a voice that Vince swore slithered to him, as if it were an actual entity. 


"Wh-who's there?" he called tentatively. After a few seconds of peering out into the darkness, Vince began to 
question his sanity. Did he just make the sound up? 


"Hello my pretty little thing," said something else. Vince was VERY sure he didn't come up with that. 
"Who the fuck are you?!" he screamed into the darkness. 
"Oooh, such a filthy mouth..!'m gonna put good use to that!" 


Vince started slowly recognizing the voices as the same ones heard in that demon's chamber earlier..but 


where were they? 

Something materialized in front of the prison-another one of the humanoid demons. This one had tanned skin 
and thick, curly hair obscuring his face, and drooping down to his shoulders. Another one appeared beside him, 
smirking. Vince recognized his face as one of the demons from earlier and grimaced. 

"What do you want now?" 

"You," both of them said in unison. The paler demon pointed a gnarled finger at the blonde captive. 

"We plan on having a lil fun with you before the boss gets back," he said laughingly. 

"He's not the boss of me!" 


“Shut up!" 


A large noise swelled behind the two visible demons, on whether Nikki was truly their boss or not. Slash turned 


his head back and sighed. 
"Here we go again..knock it of fl" 


The noise died away, and Vince saw that there were a few more demons than he'd originally thought. They 


seemed to number a little over ten, which was ten more leering eyes than he needed. 
He truly felt like a piece of meat on display. 


The bars suddenly opened up with a jerk, and a few of the demons stepped inside-the one he'd vaguely heard 


called Slash, the pale one next to him, and a wicked looking red-haired one. 
"Do away with those horrible threads.." Axl murmured, and Mick cracked his knuckles gleefully. 


Before Vince could even eep, he found the demon tearing into his shirt, ripping it in half down his body. At once 


he began screaming for help, though he knew not from whom. 


"Stop that shrieking you little bitch!" Mick shouted and slapped Vince twice across the face. The force was so 
hard that Vince was almost immediately reduced to soft whimpers and bloody mutterings, a pinkish mixture of 
saliva and blood bubbling down from his mouth. Mick smirked and licked a few drops of it away, then cut away 
the rest of the boy's shirt with his claws. 


"Now, now, those pants won't do either," he said to himself, and Slash laughed behind him. Vince vaguely 
realized the chains holding him to the wall were beginning to shift and eventually, they dropped to his sides. He 
wanted so badly to run away! But even if he did get away..where would he go? 


He wanted his brother so bad now, but he was gone, wasn't he? He wanted him so, so, so bad.. 


Mick scoffed when he heard the child muttering something about someone named Bret; he threatened to 


smack Vince again, but he wouldn't stop. 
"He's saying something about some guy named Bret..." 
"Oh, uh, that was his brother or something," Slash explained. "I'll make him shut up." 


The wild-haired demon snapped his fingers, and something..oozed from the wall, oozed being the only way to 
describe it. It morphed itself into a stony hand, yet it didn't look very tangible; it disproved this theory by 


shooting from behind Vince and clamped itself over his mouth, nay, bound itself to his mouth. 


Vince felt sick as he felt the hard yet pliable thing bind itself unto his mouth, as if it were actually forming 
with the skin. He was suddenly jerked back, as one would lean over a table backwards, and the chains from the 
ground held his hands. A chain from the wall shot up to catch his foot and pull his leg taut, and another from 
the ceiling shot down to take his leg and hold it at a painful altitude. 


Vince wanted to find the will to scream, but with the disgusting hand-thing and his legs strung at painful 
heights, he began to feel woozy instead. He felt worse still when Slash in front dragged his pants down, and 
when he realized that he couldn't get them all the way off due to the chains, merely ripped them in half. With 


the removal of the fabric, some of the tension was relieved, but then the chains stretched him that much 


harder. 


He winced as he felt fingers prodding around his ass, and felt tongues where they really shouldn't have been 


He barely even registered when the hand was slowly removed from his mouth. 

"We know that you can use this little piece very well." said Axl as he sauntered over to Vince's head. Vince 
tried not to take in the redhead's quite nude appearance, nor his throbbing cock.he screwed his eyes shut and 
tried not to look. Axl growled deep in his throat and nudged the head of his dick on Vince's lips. 

"Take it. And if you bite me | swear I'll show you a worse Hell than this!" 


Vince resisted further, but had to let out a yelp when something, a claw, scraped over and tweaked both his 
ripples. This gave Axl enough to shove his cock into Vince's mouth. 


"Suck," he commanded firmly. Tears sprung from Vince's eyes as he finally gave in and did what he was told. 
He tried to zone out the sounds of Axl's moaning, and the feeling of whoever stroking his belly and chest. 
Indeed, he'd nearly started zoning out again until he heard a cry of, "Halt!" from the end of the cell. 

The demons and chains dropped Vince to the floor quickly with a thud sound at Nikki's voice. 

"What the fuck do you think you're doing?! Duff!" 

"Just havin’ a bit of fun, man..you look different" Duff, who had pretty much remained in the background until 
now, took a closer look at Nikki, who seemed to be..glowing. He had a sort of violet aura around him, his eyes 


had lightened and so had his complexion oddly enough. 


"The ceremony is completed," Nikki said with a sly grin. "lm ready to begin” Nikki frowned down at his captive 
on the floor; Vince was heaving and sobbing something awful, not that Nikki truly cared, but.. 


"Did you penetrate him?" he demanded. 
"Huh?" was the dull, collective response. 
"| said, did you penetrate him?" 


"Where is the question," Axl said slyly, and found himself quickly pinned against the damn walls, painfully, by his 
throat. 


"DID YOU FUCK HIM, DAMNIT?!" Nikki spat angrily. Axl choked out a negative answer, and was let to drop to the 
ground. He sagged into a heap, rubbing his throat. 


"Ooh, | love it when you're rough...” 


"Take him up to my room," Nikki demanded with a weary sigh. He was beginning to feel like his father already.. 


Vince was hauled up to Nikki's room once more by a couple of nameless demons. The ones left in the dungeon 


Nikki glared balefully at 

"Don't do that again. EVER" 

"Man, what's crawled up your ass?" Mick said flippantly. "We were just amusing ourselves, if you will" 
"Well do it on something else! You will NOT fuck up my chance, understand?" 


There was a collective nod, and Nikki nodded to himself and mumbled something. With a flick of his hair, he quit 


the dungeon as well, leaving the rest of his horde to themselves. 

"Think he's pissed?" 

"Just a little." 

Vince couldn't open his eyes just yet, even when he felt the soft satin cobalt blue comforter under him. He 
prayed soundlessly that since Nikki had saved him he would also spare him, and that somewhere deep in that 
empty space that he called a heart he would take pity on him. 

"Open your eyes." Nikki instructed firmly from the door, shutting it behind him inaudibly. 

"Please," Vince said opening his eyes at last. "Please don't hurt me." 

"You are a lot of things my precious, Vince. And a coward is not one of them," Nikki fairly purred, his eyes 
drinking in the young body before him; his soft hand with its glassy nails..er, claws trailed along his youthful 
chin. 


"What do you want me for?" Vince trembled, looking up at the Prince of Demons who held him captive. 


"Why, my love, you are my destiny.” Nikki pulled open his shirt and revealed a bare slick tattooed chest, rippled 


with muscle. "I am going to train you to be my personal pet. And you will come to love it” 


"No, no | won't, damn you let me go! Find someone else to visit your perversions onl" Vince cringed against the 


onyx headboard. 


"I beg to differ. When | am done with you, you will be begging me for a touch. Be it smack or caress, you wil 
long for it" Nikki was so cocky as he smirked at the younger boy, internally surprising himself. 


"Please-" 


"Silence!" Nikki raised his hands and chains sprang from the walls, securing the frightened Vince to the 
headboard. 


Vince screamed and tugged at the chains, desperate to get loose and be free of this hellish nightmare, free of 
Nikki and his horde of demons. Nikki sighed and opened his drawer, removing a leather fringe whip and looked 
back at Vince over his shoulder. Seeing the whip and the smirk, Vince did panic heartily. 


"Oh, God!" Vince shouted and writhed. 


"Please, don't call for him-he can't hear you." Nikki drug the fringe of the whip along Vince's thigh. "Now, my 
pet..." 


"I am not your pet!" Vince spat rebelliously. 


Feisty little thing aren't you?" Nikki stroked his chin, trying to recall just what his father had told him to 


do..or rather, implanted in him what to do. 


Settling himself on his knees, Nikki crawled onto the huge bed and slowly, tantalizingly dragged his hand up the 
inner thigh in front of him. Vince screamed and thrust upwards, trying to free himself fruitlessly, he knew 
better than to fight, this demon was much more powerful than he. 


Eyes glowing with a strange red, Nikki closed his hand around the flaccid cock and gave it a pump, sending Vince 
into a kicking frenzy, and one of those kicks landed square in the middle of Nikki's chest. It sent him flying to 
the floor and into the wall with a loud THWACK. Rage filled him when he stood and whirled around to glare at 
the blonde bitch he vowed to break if it was the last thing he did. 


"You just fucked up.. | had intended to go easy on you but since you want to play rough-- | will show you 
rough!" The whip snapped as loudly as Nikki's voice and both stung Vince inwardly and outwardly. 


‘Owwwww!" Vince jerked away as far as the chains would go away from Nikki. 


“Alright, bitch." Nikki clenched his fist around Vince's cock once again and stroked roughly and hard, then in one 
supple motion Nikki captured the flailing ankles and forced them back painfully, almost to Vince's shoulders. 


Nikki was much stronger than Vince had anticipated and he struggled hard against it, his left foot catching 
Nikki's cheek, fueling the rage that burned within him. The demon was puzzled as to where the fight in this 
blonde came from. Frustrated, he backed away and watched the boy struggle with his constraints until blood 
seeped from his wrist and sweat poured down his face, matting his golden hair to his flushed cheeks. 


"Are you tired yet?" Nikki dangled the whip carelessly at Vince who stopped, panting with exhaustion. 


"| don't want youl | don't want this!" He sobbed, "I want to go home." 


"You are home, darling. You are home." Nikki walked closer, eyeing the golden child as if he were some sort of 
wild animal that was chained down but still dangerous. 


Sitting once again on the foot of the bed, Nikki examined the boy closer. Yes, he was a beauty, nicely hung too. 
He had planned to mount him and rape him from the front, thus crushing the boy's spirit, but after that 
display he decided not to-a spiritless Vince would be useless to him. Flicking out his hand gently he stroked 
Vince's half-hard cock; obviously he had been worked up in the struggle. But, Nikki's touch only set him off to 
fighting again, only weaker this time. 

Vince flailed his sweat soaked face and hair side to side, denying that the rough stroking of his dick aroused 
him. He was holding off the erection as long as he could-refusing to fall for this fallen angel. But his fight was 
useless, the caresses were too seductive and experienced. 

"Noooooo!" Vince shrieked in his struggle, even as his hot white cream flowed out over Nikki's hand. 

"Now see, that wasn't so bad. Was it?" Nikki stared at his captive lover. 


Once he regained his breath, Vince replied stubbornly, "No, it wasn't but | still don't want to be here." 


"I will change your mind." Nikki leaned forward and pressed his full lips to the luscious pink ones, slipping his 
tongue in between and immediately having it bitten, the taste of blood infuriating him. 


He slapped Vince so hard his neck snapped to the left, and he was so still at first that Nikki's body turned cold. 
He had killed him. 


Oh, no, not again! 
"You-you bastard!" Vince turned suddenly, voice rising to an octave above ear piercing. 


"Well, at least you're not dead." Nikki hooked his hand on Vince's hip and flipped him to his stomach, feasting his 


eyes on the rounded buttocks with a smirk. "Now, time to teach you some manners!" 
The whip snapped down onto the bared skin, gaining Nikki a pleasured moan 
Wait? The bitch liked that? 


And then Nikki allowed his mind to rush back to earlier, the boy had been punished by his father-- the scene 


in the graveyard-his lips curled into a snarling smirk-he had a pain bitch on his hands. 


"Now, stop that struggling—you know you like it" And before he could reply, Nikki was settling on his knees 


between the spread legs muttering the demonic chant he wasn't sure how he knew but did. 


Vince felt strangely calm when the chant reached his ears, call it brainwashing or hypnotizing but either way 


it lulled the captive blonde into a seductive world where he knew his every fantasy would be fulfilled Sensing 
his control over the boy, Nikki eased against him intending to go slow. 


"What are you doing?" Vince looked back, suddenly fearing the next move. 


"Relax and you will enjoy-otherwise you will be ripped to shreds," Nikki warned, shoving a finger into the virgin 


entrance and marveling at the tightness. 


"My perfect little pet,” Nikki said sliding into the virgin portal, stretching the hot flesh and reveling in the cries 
of a virgin being entered for the first time. Then, when he was in so far his own straining balls rested against 
the back of Vince's fast over heating ones, a light descended from the ceiling. 

The bright ultra purple light surrounded the pair, demonic voices rising from the darkness outside the circle of 
light. An unseen breeze brushed Nikki's inky dark hair back over his glistening in sweat shoulder. Vince's eyes 
widened and took in the strange sight around him, forgetting about the mind numbing pain he had felt seconds 
before in his awe. 


Somewhere just beyond the glowing light, Nikki heard his father speak, "Well done, my son. Your ascension is 


complete." 


"Thank you father." Nikki smiled to himself before giving in to the urge to rock his hips into Vince, reminding 


the boy he was still in excruciating pain. 
Pleasure quickly overtook the pain and left Vince gasping but bucking like an untamed horse against Nikki. He 
would have liked to last longer-to pleasure the boy more, but he was far too overheated and his passion shot 


forth and filled the tiny blonde's ass. 


"Oh-" Vince gasped when he was dismounted and unshackled, no longer willing to run; he knew where he 


belonged now. 


"Mine." Nikki pulled his new lover to him and stroked his sweaty hair. "All mine, my love." 


The Failed Mission/II Strappado 
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It was so quiet and surreal, Bret thought. So... 
The silence broke. 
"WAKE UP GOOD FOR NOTHING!" 


"YOW!" Bret jumped..or he tried. Instead, he more like floated and rolled over. It was that then he realized that 


he wasn't on solid ground, but in the air. 

"What..what the hell?!" 

"Welcome to Heaven. Enjoy your short stay.” 

Fearfully expecting a large, pink neon sign, Bret turned his gaze upward. Instead, what he saw was a decrepit- 


looking old man with a head sparsely full of gray hairs. He wore a light yellow robe, like something a monk 
would be seen in, with a hood flopped carelessly behind him, and a set of huge, silver keys around his neck. 


"Who..2" 

‘lam Peter, my lad’ 

"Peter? Like..the saint?" Bret asked, still stupefied. Peter nodded, then cast a disapproving frown on the blonde. 
"A little earlier than | expected, but | guess..surely you remember what happened! 


Bret thought, and the memories came rushing back to him. He remembered the demons, his father, an arrow.. 
lots of pain in his chest..and vaguely Vince being kidnapped. 


"Vincel Oh, god..what happened to him?!" he shouted in panic then, tears springing to his eyes. Peter shook Bret 


lightly and looked at him sternly. 


"When you were a little boy," he began with a slight smile, "were you not the one that said you wanted to 
protect him?" 


Bret's mind flashed back to when he was a kid. He remembered sitting under his bed sheets, he'd made them 
into a tent. He had a flashlight and Vince was on his lap, sleeping. It was then he muttered a pact to God..or he 
thought he had at the time. He angrily shook his head. 

"Yeah, but that was just some stupid little.." 

"No, not stupid. God remembered that pact! That's why you're here..you have to go save your brother." 


Bret cocked his head in confusion. "| can..save him? Where is he?" 


"He's in..Hell. He's in the capital, Hades..Dis, whatever they're calling it this week. Anyway, you've got..two days 
exactly starting the second | send you down there." 


Bret's heart did a twist and a somersault. His eyes widened ecstatically, he could save Vince from the clutches 


of that evil bastard! 

"Oh, thank you so much! So, what do | get?" 

"Hahn?" Peter answered. "What do you mean?" 

‘Like, do | get special powers and shit? Do | get some angels to help me? A paintball gun?" 

"What? Are you kidding? No, you just go down there and save him in two days. And there's a tiny little catch. 


"You can't crush my spirit more than you have, Bret answered back dryly. Going to be harder than he 
thought.. 


"If you fail, you have to spend an eternity in hell. And..your two days start now. Have fun!" 


Before the blonde could even mutter an outraged "WHAT?!" he found himself dropping very quickly. He flipped 
around mid-sequence and found that he wasn't headed for the Earth-he was going to fall in the ocean! 


"SHIT!" 


„Onions..no, sulfur. No, something completely disgusting altogether. Bret jumped up.. 


And quickly fell down after slamming his head on a signpost. 


"OW!" He looked up, his sight blurry from the hit. He made out that he was leaning against a tall lamppost with 


a green sign sticking from it, not unlike those found on Earth. 

And if Bret needed any sign that he definitely wasn't on Earth, all he had to do was look to the humanoid 
people with tails sticking from under their coats, some with huge bulging eyes, and others with elongated claws 
for fingers. 

Oh yes, he was either in Hell or he'd been transported into Star Wars. 

Rubbing his sore head, he wearily stood up, balancing himself against the post. He willed himself not to be sick, 
ill, queasy, or anything from the horrid smell. Eventually realizing he had a death grip on the post, he let go 


and decided walking-or staggering-around might get him used to the smell. 


But..he had no time to lose! He had to find his brother! And then, where the hell was he? Peter was really 
helpful. 


Perhaps one of the kind denizens of Hell could help him..he might get killed for it, but it was worth a go. 
Spying a suspiciously normal-looking brunette man, he carefully approached him. 
"Excuse me," he called at length. "Er..l'm looking for someone." 


"So is everyone," the man muttered. Bret jumped at his voice; it was more insect like than human, like a fly's 


buzz echoed multiple times. 
"Well, | guess..but..do you know a Vince?" 
"| know five or six Vinces." 


"Well this one is being held captive..he got kidnapped by some demon from here.." Bret described the demon 
that stole his brother, the brunette-fly man nodding at the description 


"That must be Nikki, that little shit," he said, tapping his fingers to his lips. 
"Nicky?" 

"Yeah, two K's, two l's. He's Alice's son." 

"Alice..2" 


"You're not from here, are ya?" the man asked, exasperated. Tourists... 


Bret shook his head, embarrassed. The demon sighed, and resolved to simply tell Bret were to go. 

"Look, I'll spare you the family story..you wanna go down this way-you gotta watch now kid-and take a left. 
When you do, there's gonna be some gates and the keepers, they're gonna ask you some shit to get in. Trust 
me, just say you don't know to every one of them, and they'll get so annoyed they'll just let you in m'kay? 
Then they'll let you in, and you just go straight in the castle. If he doesn't kill ya, he'll spot you out first..but 
you shouldn't have too much trouble with him, he's a lil wimp." 

Bret nodded and wished he had a pencil to write all this down. Although, he had a feeling he'd remember all this 
when the time was needed..he walked away from the man and went exactly the way he told him to go, but it 
took longer than he'd expected. He saw various demons of all assortments, some friendly and some hostile; the 


hostile ones seemed amazingly intent on taking his nonexistent wallet. 


After another tired mile of walking briskly, Bret came upon said gates. They were huge and rickety, rusted 
gold; indeed, the front of them looked completely deserted. 


"Wow, maybe they got the day off." Bret said to himself naively, and he went unabashedly to the gates. 
However, he was promptly stopped by a large set of three-pronged pitchfork-esque weapons. 


"HALT! Who goes there?" demanded a weak-sounding male. 

"Erl just want to get inside,” Bret answered back nervously. 

"Are you kidding? What for?" 

Remembering the man's advice earlier, Bret responded, "I don't know." 
"Who are you?" 

"| dont know" 


The voice sighed and whispered to someone else across from him. Bret tried to glimpse to see exactly whom 


he was talking to, and every so often he would get glimpses of sallow, scaly skin 


“Alright, alright," answered a different, raspier voiced creature, this one sounding female. "Mother's maiden 


name. 
This Bret answered truthfully with, "I don't know." 
"Who rules this domain?" 


"| don't know." 


"Is that all you can say?" 
Refusing to fall for that trick, Bret smirked and answered, "I don't know." 


"ARRG!" the voices shouted in unison, and too quickly did the gates fly open Bret jumped back in surprise, not 
because of the gates, but because of who was guarding them. 


They were a pair of sickly greenish-yellow lizards, like overgrown newts. Bret gagged in disgust at their 
mucus-covered skin and the blood-filled sacks they used for eyes atop their heads. 


"Eh, go on in. Not like you'll come back out anyway.." the female-sounding one mumbled, and jerked her "head" 
to the large, seven-walled castle structure. Bret looked up at the ominous building, and steeled himself to go 


inside, and go inside he did. 


With a tight grip on his lip with his teeth, Bret entered the castle and was immediately overtaken by darkness. 
The wrought iron sconces on the wall brightened the dim hallways that lay before him in a winding maze of 


stone floors and marble walls. 
Two days.. 
Two days.. 


That was it? Bret was thinking as he made his way down the nearest hall too him. He had no clue where he 
was going and it seemed like a good idea at the time to just start searching; he had to get lucky sometime. 


And at least the hallways seemed to be short- 


"FUCK!" Bret pounded the wall that had sprung up in front of him. He felt like a mouse in a maze-wall just kept 


appearing and these corridors were leading no where; kind of like his life-- a lot of work but no real results. 
Meanwhile... 


"Very nicel" Nikki crowed to Vince who was chained with his arms above him, and a small ball gag between his 


lips as punishment for an earlier outburst of passion; in lieu of words he looked down and nodded. 


Like a butterfly just out of his chrysalis, Vince was coming out of his cocoon After almost a week of Nikki's 
constant teaching and punishments he had found he liked being a slave for the Prince of Demons. He was more 
than willing to give his soul over to the dark haired demon who enthralled him with a simple touch and put him 


into a trance with his greenish eyes. 


"You have been very good tonight, my love. Very good" Nikki pressed the tip of the riding crop firmly against 
Vince's balls and watched the blonde sigh and bite down hard on the plastic ball in his mouth. "I think you 


deserve a reward, eh?" 


Vince moaned as Nikki drug the smooth leather crop down his left hip and then his right, then moved around 
behind his captive. Nikki's strong hand clasped down on Vince's expectant hard- on and then he felt the 
tightening of the cock ring as Nikki pushed it down on him. Oh, he hated that thing! But, he only screwed closed 


his eyes and allowed the tears to fall in silence. 


"That's it, Vinnie. You're such a good slave.” Nikki's lips found the sweated flesh at the base of Vince's neck and 
his hands moved along his hips; hips striped with a dozen or so welts from the riding crop, his rounded 
buttocks were crisscrossed with them. 


Spreading Vince with two fingers, Nikki pushed his rock hardness into his lovers tight darkness and thrust. The 
friction of skin on skin together with the tight constriction of the cock ring made Vince moan in spite of 
himself. But to his surprise, Nikki did not punish him. 


Rather, he picked up his pace, pre-cum already leaking onto his hand from the tip of Vince's painfully swelling 
dick He knew he was ready to release but he had to go first, so with a final thrust and groan-- Nikki filled 


Vince with his burning seed. 
Back in the Hallways of Alice's Castle- 
Bret was tired. 


He had walked up and down at least a thousand hallways that lead nowhere. He was exhausted and only wanted 
to sit for a while, but just one more hallway first. He was in luck, there was a sign on the wall, a huge lighted 
sign not so very different from the Mall directory signs he'd seen. 


Extending his finger he touched a red star on the map that read-- YOU ARE HERE. He blinked twice before he 
realized the map was a confusing directory of the hallways he had been up and down with the doors marked 
by an angled mark along the hallways but never divulging just what the hell they were. He was confused-- but 
then he saw it-- a huge red spot on the map. 


"That must be where they're holding Vince." Bret cleverly deduced, never even wondering why they would mark 


such a place. 


Pivoting on his heel, he started towards the place the map marked. The walk seemed much longer than the 
map had indicated and after a long while, what seemed like an hour, he sat down next to the wall to rest. But 
Bret made one fatal error-- he picked up the golden monkey statue on the table beside him and the floor 


opened under him. 


"AHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH!" The pitiful cry escaped the falling boy until he hit on a rock hard 


floor. "Owwww" 


"Who are you?" came the slinky voice of a tall lanky man appearing at once in a beam of red light: 


Recalling the demons advice, Bret replied, "I don't know." 

"Ya don't know who ya are?" The long blonde haired demon poked him with a pitchfork. 

"Hey, you look human" Bret scrambled to his feet, gasping at the extremely tall humanoid. 

"L am..er was. Until that damn Samhain party. My name's Sebastian," Sebastian offered with a smirk. 
"Samhain?" Bret asked, just knowing he was going to regret it. 


"Halloween, you fool!" Sebastian snapped. "That damn Nikki came top side and we met in a bar. | got wasted and 


agreed to be his lover." 


"| see--" Bret was interrupted by a pitchfork stabbing roughly into the wall by his head as Sebastian's eyes 


narrowed and he continued. 


"And when he was done with me," Baz wheezed, "he threw me in here to ‘take care’ of all his future lovers 


that he was through with. CURSES ON YOU SIXX!" 
"Um, l'm sorry to hear that but-- um, can you tell me how to get out of here?" Bret smiled, a little fearful. 
"Sure, through those gates." 


"Ah, thank youl" Bret began his journey in the direction he'd been pointed only to find the gate blocked when he 
got there by Sebastian 


"| said this was the way out. but, | never said that you could go’ 

"Oh, for crying out loud! Whatta ya want?" Bret sighed and slumped against the gate. 
"| want you to--* Sebastian had to think. "Suck my cock" 

"The hell? | don't even know you and God knows what disease you havel" 

"You're dead-- whatta you care?" Baz smirked 

"If | do this-- will you tell me where to find this Nikki freak?" Bret sank to his knees. 


"Yep. Don't know what good that'll do but-- ok" Sebastian unzipped his pants and opened the long black coat he 


wore. 


Bret moved with surprising grace to assume a position between the taller man's thighs, and pulled the fairly 
large member into his pink lips. Sebastian only sighed and closed his eyes, enjoying the feel. He actually came 


sooner than he meant, but a bargain was a bargain-even in Hell-and he had to keep his end. 


"You'll find Nikki in the Demonic Commons. Take the next hall to the end and go left and itll lead you straight 
into it" Baz buttoned up and turned away as the gate opened... 


Nikki turned from his father with a sigh. 

He'd been unsuccessful in getting permission to take Vince up to Earth to this groovy little fetish club in 
Amsterdam, and now intended to pout for a long time. But his luck was changing he soon found when he 
crashed into Bret coming in the door. 

"Watch where l'm going, termite," Nikki said with a sneer and scowled. 

"Dude, can you tell me where | can find my brother?" 

"You mean you don't know where in Hell your brother is?" Nikki frowned. 

"Well, he's about yea tall and his name is Vince." 

"Vince?" Nikki's eyebrow shot up-- this could be fun. "Yeah, | know Vince." 

"You do? Well, take me to him!" Bret hopped. 

"Do | look like the Goodwill? S'gonna cost ya" Nikki replied. 

"You want me to blow you?" 

Nikki's jaw almost dropped-- this was way to fucking easy! "Why sure.’ 

With a heavy sigh, Bret dropped to his knees and set about his work pleasuring Nikki's hard on with his hot 
wet tongue. Pushing hands through the blonde hair, he realized that this mortal, and yes he was a mortal he 
could tell, strongly resembled Vince. 

"NIKKI!" Alice sputtered in shock of finding his son receiving oral pleasure from a mortal in PUBLIC. 
"Father?" Nikki stepped away from Bret so fast, the unsuspecting boy fell on the floor face down 


"NIKKI? YOURE NIKKI?" Bret was yelling and getting up. 


"Well, yeah. Didn't you know?" Nikki smirked. 


"Take me to him!" 
"Oh ok," Nikki mumbled and started leading Bret to his chambers. "Not like he wants to go anyways." 


Behind the two, Alice had finally managed to get over his shock He shook his head and started walking away 


slowly. 
"| hate my life." 


Bret gasped when he entered the bedchamber. The walls were of marble slabs and reflected the light of the 
torches that illuminated the darkness. Vince sat on his knees in the middle of the Queen sized four poster bed 
wearing black leather pants, laced up the sides to reveal tantalizing glimpses of flesh to Bret's shocked eyes. 


His baby brother had never looked more--slutty. 

His once innocent eyes were lined in black kohl and his full luscious lips were glistening with pink shimmer, his 
long blond hair fell carelessly over his shoulder. When he saw Nikki enter in front of his brother his face broke 
into a slight grin and his tongue darted out to taste his bottom lip. 


"Your brother has come to save you from me." Nikki stroked his silver-skull ringed hand under his lover's chin 


as if petting a cat, and Vince reacted by closing his eyes and emitting a slight moan akin to a purr. 
"Vince? What's happened to you?" Bret stared in awe and fear. 


"Bret," Vince said calmer than someone who had just discovered their supposed dead sibling was alive should. 


"Why, | thought you died” 
"That's all you can say?" Bret's jaw dropped. "After all | went through to get here and that's all you can say?" 


"Well, what would you like for me to do?" Vince crawled over to the edge of the bed and still on his knees 
rested his head on Nikki's half-bared chest. 


"Vince, please come with me. You're not dead-| can take you back to earth and we can just resume life as 
normal." Bret pleaded. 


"And leave Nikki?" Vince traced a tattoo that showed through the shirt the demon wore. "I don't want to leave 
Nikki." 


"What? What do you mean? You can't stay here in Hell with that-that-" Bret jabbed a finger at Nikki but the 


word escaped him; actually he was afraid to say them. 
"Demon?" Nikki offered. 


"You stay out of this! No one asked youl" Bret snapped. 


"| can and | will" Vince turned to bury his face in the dark silk shirt his Master wore. 


"What have you done to him?" Bret raced to the side of the bed but was still too far away to grab Vince. 
"What did you give him? Drugs? Brainwashing?" 


"I have not drugged your brother nor have | poisoned his mind. | assure you ‘tis his decision to stay and be 
my lover to pet, pamper, and punish as | see fit” Nikki's hand slid from the platinum dyed hair, down the white 
linen shirt Vince wore to lightly smack the rounded buttocks below. 


"He is not your slavel" 


"I beg to differ, my dear Bret” Nikki's laugh was coarse. "But you see, he is my slave and he loves it. He knows 
| will not hurt him unjustly and | can give him much, much more than your wretched earth could. He is a 


Prince here." 


Cold fear curled in Bret's stomach; he had just sold his soul into Hell to rescue his brother who didn't want to 


be rescued How could his baby brother do this to him? Did he care? 

| don't believe this for a minute!" Bret cried. "You don't want to stay-- you couldn't!" 

"Oh, Vince | think your brother needs a demonstration Don't you?" Nikki lowered his lips to Vince's. 
"Yes," Vince said pecking Nikki on the lips. "What do you wish, Master?" 

"Well, on the bed- face down and spread for me. And um, leave the pants on" Nikki smirked. 


Like a well-trained puppy, Vince turned his back to Nikki and, casting him a saucy glance over his shoulder, he 
unlaced and lowered his leather pants, revealing taut tanned skin still striped with pink welts. Smoothing his 
delicate hands over his hips and thighs, he pushed his pants to his knees and lay flat on his stomach, spreading 
his legs as far as they would go in the pants. Whimpering seductively, he settled into the bed, giving a hump of 
his hips to settle the hardening member into the soft mattress. 


'Vince---" Bret's voice trailed off in utter admiration. Suddenly, he realized he was jealous of Nikki and the 


control he held over his baby brother; and that he actually got to fuck Vince. 


"Prepare yourself for me." Nikki began to work the laces on the front of his pants, freeing his stiffening shaft 
to stroke. 


Vince poked his fore finger into his mouth, wetting it with his swirling tongue then moved it behind him to 
work into his tight opening with slight circular motions. The blonde's moans echoed inside the dark marble walls, 
as well as in Brets head. He worked the middle finger in as well and scissored them, opening himself for Nikki, 
and loving every second of how his fingers felt in the warm satiny flesh inside him as it stretched and gave 


way. 
"I am ready, Master." Vince turned to look at his dark demonic lover, who smirked and mounted him with an air 
of possession. Vince looked down at the pillow and dug his nails into the black silk comforter, squeezing his eyes 


closed. 


"Very good, love," Nikki said bracing on his knees and digging his steel toed boots into the covers for leverage 


as he leaned forward over his blonde slave. 

Vince's moan was something not human when Bret watched Nikki's hard thickness slip in between the soft little 
tanned pillows that was Vince's ass. But, despite the increasing noises coming from Vince's soft lips, Nikki 
showed no mercy and thrust harder and harder. The tensing of his body told Bret that he was cumming, and 


Vince writhed in an unsatisfied need to cum. 


"You want to cum now?" Nikki pulled his fingers through the blonde hair and removed his spent cock from 
Vince. 


"Yes, Nikki.” Vince muttered, and was met with a sharp slap across his delicate, bared backside. 
"What was that?" Nikki raised and eyebrow. 
"Yes, Master. | apologize." Vince looked straight down at his pillow, showing no emotion. 


"Just for that, you have to make yourself cum." Nikki stepped off the bed, casting a look at a very stunned 
Bret who was watching Vince rise to his knees and settled back on his heels to stroke his thickness. 


A glance in the mirror to Vince's back revealed to Bret a stray stream of blood trailing down his thigh, mixing 


with some of Nikki's seed and turning a shimmering pink. 


"So you see, Bret, he likes it here and does not wish to leave. So why don't you just take yourself out of my 


bedchamber and find someone else to bother?" Nikki's voice was rising unsteaaily. 


"| can't." Bret looked down. "| made a deal with Peter that | would only need forty eight hours to get Vince out 


of here, and if | succeed | can come back to earth, but if | fail.” 
"If you fail.. what?" Nikki snapped, annoyance falling from his lips. 
"| have to remain in Hell forever." Bret whispered. 


Nikki's laughter rang out wickedly, bouncing off the walls and mocking Bret all the way down the hall. "And you 


say us demons don't make fair deals!" 


"Shut up!" Bret snapped and slammed the door on his way out. 


Somewhere behind him he heard Vince's orgasm ring in his ears and his stomach roiled with nausea. It should 
be him that Vince worshipped and submitted to, not that infernal demon. He couldn't believe that he had 
actually sold his soul to get his brother only to find the slut sitting on the bed awaiting Nikki's every command 
like something out of a bad dominatrix movie. It sickened him to the core. This thought and a hundred more 
shot through his weary mind as he followed the narrow winding path down from the castle into the depths of 
Hell. 


Bret was wandering along the streets of Hades, which he had been told was the capital of Hell, before he really 
grasped what was going on. He was stuck here for eternity and his baby brother did not love him anymore. 


Wonderful, he thought. 
This is my life.. er, eternity. 


Looking up when he heard loud music, he was shocked to find a barroom, swinging doors and all. He raised an 


eyebrow. Well, it was Hell after all, and wasn't like drinking and fornication a sin? 


Of course it was! So it made sense when you thought about it. Bret shoved his way into the packed room of 
assorted demons and even some recognizable figures from show business. He found a table all alone in the 
back of the bar and smiled at the extremely large-breasted waitress-- maybe this wasn't gonna be so bad. 


‘lm sure you got a kick out of that," Nikki said with a smirk after Bret had stormed out. "Left like a little girl." 


"Shh..l belong to you now," Vince said with a slight giggle. He traced his finger around one of his new lover's 
ripples, working it to erection With a mischievous glance, Vince began to circle his tongue around the indelicate 


nub. 
Nikki groaned deep in his throat. "Now who told you to get me all worked up like that." 


‘Sorry, Master," Vince said lowly and bowed his head. Disappointed that his slave didn't continue like he'd hoped, 
Nikki merely stretched. He was going to do something.. 


The weird tingling in his bladder reminded him: he had to take a piss..really bad. 


"Uh, you stay here. Move and I'll have to punish you..not that that's really a threat," Nikki muttered the last 
bit so Vince couldn't hear and pushed himself off the bed. He then made a running jog to his bathroom, nearly 
forgetting to open the door first. 


Vince, meanwhile, sighed on the bed heavily. He knew..that Nikki absolutely knew that he wouldn't be able to sit 
still for long! So... 


He so happened to turn around and catch himself in the mirror behind him. It had been partially draped over 
with Nikki's favorite pair of studded leather pants, the rest of which hung off a cone-shaped protrusion from 
behind the headboard. 

Ignoring the pants for a moment, Vince took time to admire himself in the mirror. He liked what he'd become... 
he liked it because he really couldn't remember what he was like before. Did he have makeup or no? Did he 


even like platinum blonde? 


But he liked what he got for it too..the way Nikki touched his hair, touched him everywhere was enough to 


make his head spin.. 

Before Vince knew it, his hand had trailed down to his crotch and was rubbing. Shit, he'd gotten himself all 
hard! But Nikki was taking an awful long time in the bathroom..maybe he wouldn't be out by the time Vince 
had finished himself. 

It was a maybe, but he could try. 

He unzipped his pants, positioned himself so that his legs were splayed in front of him, and started stroking his 
dick roughly. He saw himself in the mirror, saw himself pumping..he leaned his head back and bucked his hips, 


came way too fast for his liking. He hoped he wouldn't do that when he and Nikki fucked again.. 


"Oh, Vince, Vince, Vince.." came a sinister voice behind him, and Vince gasped sharply. Returning his gaze to the 
mirror, his eyes widened in further horror when he saw Nikki standing behind him, looking seriously pissed. 


"Oh.master, I'm so sorry-" 
"And what is this?" Nikki's face turned an interesting shade of red when he saw the large stain on his pants 
"You little bitch!" he screamed. "These were my favorite pants!" 

"Im sorry!" Vince whimpered tearfully. He was in it now.. "I didn't mean to!" 

OF course, Nikki wasn't HORRIBLY mad, he had, like, three more pairs..but this showed opportunity. 

"l have to punish youl" he said in sarcastic horror. "Oh, why do you make me do this." 

He cringed at the sound of his voice. Dear God, he was starting to sound like Alice.. 


"Please, no!" Vince said, not sure why he was afraid. This time, he got the feeling his punishment wasn't going 


to be pretty.. 


"What's ‘il strappado?" Vince asked curiously, or as curiously as one could with literally a ton of weight behind 


them. 
"Don't worry about that, dear..." 


A gang of curious demons had gathered around in the public square to see the event. There had been many 


public outings as such before, but not for a while..it looked promising. 

Vince had been stripped naked (and hit with a whip a few times prior), and his hands tied behind hind his back. 
The length of rope led to a block heavier than any metal he'd ever seen. The demon behind him-who was red- 
orange and slick like a salamander's skin-was currently holding the block under a wooden beam. 

"So..what are we gonna do here..2" 

"You're gonna hang out for a while! Damn I'm funny." Nikki signaled to the lizard-dermon, who climbed a small 
step ladder and hung the end of rope attached to the weight on the hook, the block hanging slightly off the 
hook. 


It was then that Vince found himself painfully jerked up off the ground a few inches. 


"Ow!" he whined. The pain in his shoulders wasn't completely unbearable, but it was very uncomfortable. The 


growning demon crowed 'ooh'ed at the goings-on and muttered amongst themselves. 

"Enjoying that, my little pet?" Nikki said with sadistic glee. He licked around Vince's nipples in crude mocking of 
what the boy had done earlier. Vince wheezed in his pain and pleasure, but shouted loudly when the weight 
behind him dropped more, and he was jerked up again. 

"Nikki, I'm sorry about the damn pants!" 


"Mm, that doesn't sound very sincere. Up some morel!" 


The weight kept dropping until Vince had been hoisted up nearly six inched off the ground, held quite painfully 
up by his arms still behind his back. 


"Can..l..get..down..now..?" the blonde wheezed. 


"Sure..only if one of these good citizens cut you downl He's yours." 


"WHAT?!" Vince shouted in outrage, as Nikki left him quite high and dry. He moaned pathetically and writhed 
against his binds again, only realizing that doing so made the weight drop ever so slightly. 


"Oh, poor baby," said a slick, reptile voice. "| bet that must hurt.” 


"Actually, it does. And | should know!" said a familiar red head in response. Axl boldly approached Vince from 


the crowd, and eyed him cautiously. 
"Im sure you remember me.." he said slyly, and laughed when Vince blushed and nodded his head 
"Well" he continued, "ld cut you down.but | don't have a knife dear." 

"Just take the block off, fuckhead!" 

The crowd gasped at Vince's amusing defiance; Axl, however, flushed angrily. 

"You little brat! Your mouth's probably what got you up there!” 

Not my mouth." Vince said in a singsong voice, but he wasn't feeling very playful at the moment 


"Whatever. You're up there and at the mercy of these good people here, aren't you? Yes you are...” Axl 
harshly grabbed the young boy's cock, making him cry out in pain 


‘Oh yes," he murmured. "At my complete mercy..who wants a piece of this?" 

The offer got the crowd excited, and the number rushed forward to "sample" a piece of Nikki's captive. Vince 
tried to scream, but it wouldn't force itself from his throat. Instead, it settled as a lump that he tried to 
swallow down to no avail. 

He felt quite sick at the slithering tongues probing in and out of his ass, and gasped when something warm 
attacked itself to his cock. He moaned as it sucked him off, and his moans became louder when something cold 
and slick entered him from behind. 

Nikki cackled at his bedside window as he watched his lover being "punished" by the writhing crowd. He could so 
get used to this... 


Bret's eyes flew open wide when he stumbled out of the bar, and looked up at the crowd who was ravishing 
his baby brother literally like meat on a hook. With no forethought to his safety he rushed into the crowd 
swinging and hitting various human-esque looking creatures as his brother hung there helplessly pouting. 
"Don't worry Vincel I'll save yal" Bret leapt onto the structure and tried valiantly to get his brother free. 


"Gee, thanks, John Wayne." Vince rolled his eyes and shot, "Who said | needed saving?" 


"Me! You're about to be raped." Bret gave a grunt and a tug as the block fell free and Vince fell flat on his 
face with a grunt. 


"Ya. can't..rape the..willing.. Vince growled while his brother untied him. 

"You cant mean that you're... 

"Willing?" Nikki mused, walking through the crowd that parted like the Red Sea for him. 
"You bastard, what is wrong with you?" Bret screamed. 


"You're boring me, young man” Nikki sighed a heavy sigh and pulled Vince to his feet, motioning to Axl and 


Slash in the crowd. "Seize him!" 
"What? Wait! You can't do this!" Bret kicked mightily but he was getting nowhere. 


"| can-- | will-- | just did. Put him in the dungeon, boys!" Nikki turned abruptly, dragging Vince with him and 
back to the castle. "Your brother is a dense little thing ain't he?" 


"Yes, he is, Nikki." 

"Nikki?" Nikki snarled. "I told you to call me MASTER AND NOTHING ELSE IN PUBLIC!" 

‘lm sorry-" 

"I know. But I'm gonna take care of you later." Nikki grinned. 

Bret struggled hard, but was still no match for the pair of demons who were now stuffing him down a man- 
hole..well, that's what it looked like. It was actually.the gateway to that insufferable Hellish dungeon where that 
despicable Sebastian lived. 


"You again?" Baz sighed in boredom. 


| assure you | don't wanna be here!" Bret replied with a bite in his voice like an alligator as he stood and 


brushed off. "You have to let me out- | have to save Vince!" 


"Why are you so hell-bent on saving one who does not need it? He is happy, are you really that damn jealous?" 


Baz reclined on the handle of his pitchfork. 
"I am NOT jealous of my brother's lover, and further more--" 


"Shut up, Goldielocks." Baz smirked, "You want outta here, then you're gonna have to use that mouth for more 


interesting things." 


"Oh, for God sakes! Another blow job?" 


"Not quite-- | was thinking along the lines of-- anal oral." Sebastion said, and grinned a vulpine grin at him. 
"You want me to fuck you?" Bret whined. 
"With your tongue," came the dreaded reply from a smirking and cocky Baz. 


Bret blinked hard and sighed. He only had half a day left to get Vince outta here and back to earth, and the 
only way he was getting out was to-- kiss Baz's ass literally. Oh dear. He was already nodding before he 
realized it. Rubbing his face to buy time, he could find no way out of this situation-- he was gonna have to 


suck it up and go with it. 
Oh, God! That made his stomach turn. 


Sebastian laughed gleefully, pulling down his black leathers and pushing his pale globes at Bret who had sunk to 
his knees again, trying to figure just why. He wondered absently if Baz had good hygiene... 


"Are you going to fucking sit there and dream or actually DO it?" Baz said in clipped tones, and tapped his nails 


on the wall in which he was propped. 


Bret took a deep breath and poked out his tongue, screwing his eyes closed as tightly as possible. He was 


prepared to gag at any moment and wasn't even breathing when he tongue touched Baz's bare flesh... 
"Ahhh yeah, mmmmm..." Baz thrust his plump ass into Bret's face, forcing his tongue in to him. 


Bret's eyes flew open, his vision blurred with tears as his tongue delved into his tight hole-- tasting him fully. 
It was sooo..erotic? Now there was something Bret didn't expect. Reaming his tongue deeper, he found that he 


was actually good at this. 


Baz bit down on his lower lip and moaned as Bret licked him. He lowered his pants off his hard prick and began 
stroking it in time to the other man's erratic and slightly uncertain licks; he gasped when Bret's tongue 
accidentally roamed over a very sensitive spot and began thrusting into his own hand. After what seemed like 
an eternity, his seed spilled all over his hand and onto the wall, and he had to fight the urge to slump down in 
a happy heat. 


"Well," Baz said, righting his clothes and wiping his soiled hand on the back of his coat. "You do have some use 


in this world" 


A brief snarl turned to a smirk on the tall blonde's face. "Yes Bret, my love, | think | can help you..." 
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"Great, now get me out of here!" Bret exclaimed excitedly. 
"First, let's have a drink, shall we?" Baz said, interrupting his joy temporarily. 


A mist of lavender, thin fog appeared around the two of them and encased them; when it had passed, Bret 
looked around and realized he was in..a bar. Yet again. Upon further inspection, however, it turned out to be a 
nudie bar. Grotesque, multi-breasted women flayed and danced about on the three, violet-lit stages, and men 


eagerly threw them coins of various shapes and sizes. 
Bret always theorized that money came from the Devil. Now he knew. 


Baz led Bret to the bar up front, which was being held down by a man with four very long arms and two 
heads: one facing the front, the other facing behind him. Bret uneasily sat himself on a stool, Baz occupying 


the one beside him; Baz then signaled for a drink that Bret could neither understand nor pronounce. 


The barkeeper nodded and one of his hands took down a bottle and a couple of dirty champagne glasses. He 
filled the glasses to the brim with a tar-thick, pitch-black liquid, and shoved them closer to Bret and Baz. Baz 
took a slow sip of the wine, while Bret looked at it in utter disgust. 


"Don't just sit there, drink up. Its on me." 
"What..is it..2" 


"IFs Vino della Notte.." Seeing Bret's still confused expression, Baz sighed and explained, "Night Wine’. It's really 


sweet and fruity..and alcoholic." 


"Well..| guess. | am thirsty.” It hadn't gone unnoticed to Bret that the abnormally hot (yet not as hot as he 

was expecting) temperatures in Hell were enough to make a camel thirst for days on end. He timidly sampled 
his wine, drinking sip after sip. After realizing he wasn't disintegrating before his own eyes, nor had he been 

turned into a freakish demon, he quickly downed the whole glass. It went down his throat smoother than he'd 
expected, and he smacked his lips at the aftertaste. 


"That was pretty good," he mumbled, his face flushing somewhat. Baz smirked and tapped his nails together, 


then signaled for a refill for Bret. The naive blond drank glass after glass of the honeyed wine, until Baz was 
fairly sure he'd beaten the record for Fastest Drunk. 


"Now, hold on Bret." Baz said lazily as Bret swayed on his chair unsteadily. "I've got something to tell you. I'l 
help you get your brother back, if you help me." 


"An what you want me to do?" Bret slurred. 

Baz grinned at his handiwork; the man was completely under him control. He took another sip of his still-full 
glass of wine, and chortled in his triumph. He'd known all too well that Bret's human body wouldn't be able to 
stand the outrageous doses of alcohol found in even a single glass of Vino della Notte. He may not understand 
it, Baz thought with mirth, but he'll probably do what | say just because his brain's fucked up... 

‘| want you to help me take over." 


"Ta of..offer wha?" 


"Nikki's father is a very powerful demon," Baz explained, his eyes glinting with malicious glee. "And | want his 
power. To get it, you have to help me defeat him." 


"Bu..if he's sho powerful..how we gonna beat him?" 


"You leave that to me, just agree to help me," Baz said and fairly cackled. Bret did something akin to a nod, 
before falling off his stool completely with a loud THUD. 


This was going to be..very interesting, to say the least. 

A few hours later, Baz had contacted his General Malcolm Young and instructed him to call forth his forces, 
which included one hundred thousand Nazi Newts extracted from Hitler's own army. Upon being inevitably sent 
to Hell, their forms had been mutated to that of their current, fierce, reptile-esque forms. 

"I think you should bring the Nazis in through the front gate to attract all the attention to you, and I'll have 
Dave bring in the Japanese Hornet brigade and attack from the air. Then, Ozzy brings the Calvary in the 


backway to grab Vince, and then we'll get the Hell out," Baz said, drumming his nails on the marble tabletop. 


"The Japanese Hornet brigade?" Malcolm marveled. "You must be dead serious about this if you're calling in 


those bastards." 


"l am," Baz hissed. "For far too long that snot nosed little twit Nikki has controlled me! It is time for him to get 


his come uppance!" 


"I don't think ‘uppance’.." At the venomous hiss he received from Baz, Malcolm sputtered confidant as usual, 


"W-Well, I'll get right on it, sir. You can count on me!" 


"I know, Malcolm. Because if | can't, I'm going to tell Alice about the pictures you have of him and he will send 


you into the lowest level of Hell" Baz slammed the phone down. 

Muttering curses under his breath, Malcolm dialed the barracks where he knew Dave would be this time of 
day. About now he'd be seeing to the maintenance of the fifty- foot- long hornets that were ridden by small 
midget demon humanoids, and were used as Kamikazes that flew into anywhere without any fear at all 
"Mustaine here," Dave answered the ringing phone in his pocket. 

"Get the hornets ready and fired up. Baz is taking over tonight- at the main gate." Malcolm told him shortly. 
"So he finally found his balls, eh?" Dave guffawed. 

| wouldn't let him hear you say that. But yeah," Malcolm said with a smirk. 

It was true that Baz had been secretly hiring demons to help him with his take over plan, and building up an 
army that consisted of mostly lower demons who were cast into Hell's lower levels. Why he ever thought he 
could trust them he didn’t know, but he did (even if at length), and had secretly trained them to be an 


efficient army of well over three hundred thousand. 


When Malcolm had explained the plan to Ozzy..er to his assistant, who then passed it on to him because 
Malcolm could not stand the thought of dealing with the stuttering and mumbling idiot, he moved to ready his 


own troops. 

Back at the pit that Baz called home, he was engaging in a pre- victory drink with a still-drunk Bret, whom he 
planned to use as bait when they entered into the castle. Bret was seeing at least three of everything in the 
room around him as it spun crazily. All his judgement gone down the proverbial tube, he wasn't even 
questioning why Baz was leading him into this trap without any type of protection at all. And it never occurred 
to him that if all these creatures were going in ahead of them, why did he have to go in at all? 


"So once the Newts get in the front, we'll simply launch an air attack and surprise them so badly they'll never 


even see us coming; then we can walk right in and just take your brother out with no trouble," Baz told him. 
"And then l's can resturn to earsh" Bret nodded drunkenly from the stool against Baz's personal bar. 


"Why sure, Bret. You know you can trust me." Baz smiled widely, wide like demons do when they have their 


victims right where they want them in a profitless deal. 
"Yeah, cause we ish friendsh." Bret tried to stand, only to fall on his face again. 


"Maybe you should just stay on the sofa there and take it easy until tonight-- what say?" Baz helped his new 


found ‘friend over to the sofa where he slumped into the velvety softness against a red pillow. 


vunnu 


Nikki was sleeping with Vince pressed against his chest in deep slumber when the front gate crashed in under 
the force of the onslaught that Malcolm lead through it. The gatekeepers surrendered easily to the feisty 


general and his troops as they swarmed about the castle, unbeknownst to anyone else inside the castle. 
A deafening roar heralded the arrival of the Japanese Hornets and their pint-sized riders. 


"What the blue fuck was that?" Nikki cried when he bounced off the floor and pulled himself up onto the bed. 
His first thought was that Vince had kicked him from the bed, but he quickly quelled that thought when the 


whole castle began to vibrate under him. 

Alice snored but, damn... 

"Nikki? Nikki? What is it?" Vince's hazel eyes were wide in terror. 

"lll be damned if | know," Nikki said pulling on his pants. "But | will find out" 

"It sounds like a billion bees all at once." Vince turned to his lover with a pale expression of fear. 


"You stay here and I'll check it out--" Nikki stopped short when he saw Vince's eyes go as wide as they could. 
"What are you looking at?" 


"What are those?" Vince pointed at the window behind Nikki that overlooked a hill that was usually green and 
lush, but now was covered with a carefully lined up horde of gryphons ridden by green salamanders, and lead 


by one darkly clothed demon known as Ozzy. 


"What the fuck? My father cast him and those cursed beasts into the lowest pits of Hell-- how did they get 
-- Oh my sweet mother of Satan!" Nikki exclaimed when one of the hornets went right by the window, close 


enough to touch. 

"Dear Lord, Nikki! That was a giant bee!" Vince tugged the sheet up to his chin and gasped. 

"A bee? That was not merely just a bee, my love. That was one of my science projects gone awry. | made 
them when | was twelve as a prank for Halloween; the problem was they couldn't be trained well enough to 
trust as any sort of weapon so my father banished them to the Bth level of hell. The question is-- who 
would--" And then Nikki had a flash of intelligence. "Baz!" 

"Whose Buzz?" Vince blinked twice at Nikki. 


"Not buzz, you nitwit, Baz. His name is Sebastian and Baz is what we call him." Nikki walked to the door. "Now 


you keep your candy ass in that bed till | get back" 
"Yes, Nikki," Vince whimpered as the door shut. 


The scene in the hall was worse that Nikki had thought; all the armed guards were scurrying around in 
seemingly unorganized fashion trying to regroup themselves enough to combat the oncoming hordes of troops. 
Once he had gotten to the front of the door, he found Malcolm and his army of Nazi newts with a huge 
battering ram trying to break into the huge wooden draw-door that protected the front of the castle. 


"What is this about, Father?" Nikki saw Alice chewing his lip and looking out one of the tiny windows. 


"You know the whole thing about Hell hath no fury like a woman scorned?" Alice eyed the tiny figures now 
advancing towards them on two white horses; Bret and Baz. 


"And that would have what to do with this?” Nikki raised an eyebrow, this was hardly the time for cutesy 


sayings. 


"Well, nothing really-- but thats Baz and it looks like he's come for revenge. | thought you banished him." Alice 
turned to his son with frustrated eyes; this was yet another fine mess his son's ineptness had gotten them 
into. 


"That son of a bitch has resurrected them and released them on us!" Nikki fume, turning from his father. 


The castle shook vehemently under the Hornets, who were busying themselves trying to pull the conical tops 
off the towers of the castle. And while the top was being removed slate by slate the front pull up door was 


cracking before their very eyes. 


"Well, enough of this babbling! We have to drop that door." Alice began to scale the slippery looking rocks by 


the door up to where the securing ropes held it in place. 


"But if we drop it on them it's just going to open the door for the rest of the other demons to get in!" Nikki 


cried out. 


"And if we don't they're gonna break it down and we'll have to deal with all of them, plus the gryphons that 
are closing into the back" Alice rolled his eyes and began scaling again, pulling from his pocket a miniature saw, 
and started sawing at the thick ropes. 


The door dropped with a crash, squashing several thousand of the newts and scattering the rest of them into 
the moat below where the large ‘gators and crocodiles moved in for the free meal. Malcolm had managed to 


escape to the bank but found himself trampled by the oncoming Gryphons that charged the castle. 


"You traitors!" Alice cried into at the monsters. "| created you and you turn on me? | will destroy you! BY THE 
POWER OF LUCIFER | DESTROY YOU WITH HELLFIRE AND BRIMSTONE!" 


And as Alice bade it, the fiery brimstone rained down on the screaming gryphons and salamanders that were 
crushed and scorched beneath it, and vanquished to ashes. 


Catching onto the excitement, Nikki rushed out onto the drawbridge and looked up at the giant hornets that 


were swarming the castle. 


"By the power of LUCIFER | DESTROY YOU WITH HELFIRE AND BRIMSTONE!" Nikki screamed at the top of his 


lungs. And from the heavens came a roar and a clap and suddenly from the swirling reddish sky fell- 
Rain. 


"Rain? How in the name of all that is not holy did you make it rain in Hell?" Alice's eyes were wide; he had been 


so sure that Nikki was improving-- but this proved him wrong. 
He really hated his life sometimes. 


"This wasn't what | had in mind," Nikki muttered and raced into the castle followed by the two horses carrying 


the two drunken riders. 

"Remember me, Nikki?" Baz sneered at him. 

"How dare you turn on me this way!" Nikki spat. 

"l'm not turning on you, Nikki. | am taking what is mine." Baz began to laugh wildly and evilly. 
"And that would be?" Alice raised a brow intently. 


"Hell. We're taking over Hell and we're taking Brets brother back" Baz motioned to Bret who was slumped over 


his saddle, still to drunk to ride upright. 
"You go near Vince and I'll kill you again!" Nikki held out his hand and his crossbow appeared in it. 


"lIl stake my shances." Bret grinned and fell from the horse, using its legs to pull himself upright. "Prepare to 


die demon!" 


Baz's eyes widened, but he made no attempt to stop Bret from rushing Nikki, and he only averted his eyes 
when the crossbow flew at the blonde and vanquished him into ashes. 


"BREEEEET!" Vince sobbed from the stairway where he had snuck out to watch the action, and threw himself 
down it and on top of the pile of ashes that was once his brother. 


"Vince! He attacked me-" Nikki attempted to explain but grief stricken Vince was hearing none of it. 


‘| saw what he did, goddamnit!" 


Something in Vince snapped, or slowly unwound, as he turned up to look at his lover with a mix of rage and 


forgiveness. 
"You bastard! You killed my brother!" Tears streaked Vince's pretty face and smudged his eyeliner. 


"You chose me over him! Why are you crying now? You said you never wanted to see him again." Nikki pulled 


his hysterical lover from the floor and shook him lightly. 


"Nikki-- you don't understand!" Vince tried to form the words he was thinking, but they wouldn't emerge from 
his lips. "That had nothing to do with it." 


"What? Then what did?" Nikki demanded. "If you hated him so much now.." 

‘| didn't hate him! |..dont know what | was thinking! But..now.." Again, something deep in Vince slowly uncurled 
itself in the pit of his chest. He knew not what it was, but it was starting to make him snap uncontrollably, but 
it felt too different from anger..iT made him feel confused, and dizzy. 

"You fucking killed him! He will never see his niece or nephew..." he wailed. 


"Niece or nephew? What are you on about?" Alice grabbed Vince's chin and fixed him with a steely glare. 


"l-Im pregnant!” Vince turned and buried his sobs into Nikki's bare shoulder, jus as surprised as his so-called 


father-in-law. 


"YOU IMPREGNATED A MALE?" Alice's eyes seemed to bug out at his son who had the same terrified 


expression. 

"| didn't know that was possible,” Nikki muttered "I must have some powerful shit, man!" 

"Stop patting yourself on the back as if you had performed a public service! Obviously this specimen was not 
as human as you thought-- perhaps he is a FREAK!" Alice eyed the boy, who in turn looked up at him, 
befuddled. 


"What do we do?" Nikki inquired. 


"Well, what do you think, you nincompoop? You're a father-- congratulations. What do you want, a damn 


cookie?" 


"A father." Nikki let the words drip from his lips like honey; suddenly he had a stronger attachment to the tiny 
blonde. 


He was going to have a child with Vince and he was happy about it, not the way he felt he should feel, but 
happy nonetheless. And he never realized that Baz had escaped along with the soaked Hornets.. 


"Goddamnit!” Baz snapped, slamming his palm down on the table. "I can't believe, even with all that we FAILED. 


And what's more, we lost fucking Malcolm!" 


"But, at least we weakened them enough so that if we strike again immediately, we'd possibly overcome them," 


Dave said, trying to be reassuring. 


"| don't want ‘possibly’, fucker, | want results! And we went in thinking that same thing, and came out looking 
like fools!" 


"I beg to differ," Ozzy countered from behind him. "If we didn't scare all of them half to death, we gave them 


something to think about for sure." 

"Hmph, it wasn't what | wanted" 

"Well damn what you wanted for a few minutes!" Ozzy shouted back boldly. "This is what you got! Like Dave 
said, if we tried again in like..five fucking minutes, think what we could do! We'd even be able to cut back on 


most of the army." 


Baz listened while he fumed. On one hand, Ozzy had a point, and what did they have to lose now? It wasn't like 
they could all be killed for, what, the third or fourth time? 


"Fine. Regroup and we'll storm those fuckers again, and show them what nightmares are REALLY made of," Baz 
said with a malicious smirk. He'd spite Nikki if he had to perish again trying. 


Meanwhile, back at the main castle, Nikki and Duff were trying to count their losses. Duff had a psychedelic- 


purple note pad and was scribbling numbers and words in Latin as Nikki looked around. 


"Let's see..they really took us down, didn't they? We lost some of the main guard, this floor's been pretty 


much destroyed, and..." 


It was then that Nikki so happened to glance over at Alice excitedly cupping Vince's tummy, and babbling 
something about names. He sighed heavily, lowered his head, and said to Duff, "And my father's sanity.’ 


"Check..and..check. Well, it could have been worse. But y'know what | think?" 


"You think?" 

"Yeah, jackass!" Duff said, getting all flustered. "But ANYWAY..| think they may try to attack again" 

"What, so soon?" 

Vince interrupted, "He'd be stupid to try it again 

"Well, we didn't exactly own his ass this first time now did we? Baz isn't one to learn from stupid moves..as 
you can see," Nikki said, gesturing to the debris around them. Vince sighed and shrugged his shoulders; he 


really had no say about it. 


Suddenly, the whole place shook. It wasn't a colossal, earthquake, but more like an indelicate rumbling that 


couldn't be ignored. 


"Tremor?" Duff said, with not a reassuring air of uncertainty. The tremor rolled over again, more violent. Alice 
got up from his kneeling position on the floor, and glanced briefly out the window. What he saw made him do a 


double take. 

"We've got company, again!" 

The castle shook again, hard enough to knock some of the stone from the walls and from the ceiling. Nikki 
rushed to pull Vince from out of the path of a particularly fatal-looking stone, and Alice caught it before it hit 
the ground. He turned a steady gaze to the window. 

"Duck," he said simply, and without waiting for anyone to get down, chucked the stone out the window, landing it 
smack in the eye of a giant hornet. The rider of the hornet fell with a yelp to his doom, the hornet itself 


rearing back and spinning around in confusion before falling as well. 


"Get me some Raid! And a bow an’ arrow, or something!" Nikki shouted, and was quickly met with a bow and a 


single arrow. Duff moved to join him, but Nikki waved at him angrily. 


"No, you stay here and watch Vince. If | go down, someone's gotta take care of my kidl" he said hurriedly, and 


rushed out. Duff nodded to himself, determined. 

"Right, watch Vince-wait, KID?!" 

Nikki ignored the stupid comment and carefully aimed and fired the arrow ill-advisedly at the hornet passing 
by, who in turn turned towards him and fired a full six-foot stinger at his head that lodged into the wall by 
his head. 


"Great Holy Macaroni! Did you see that thing shoot?" Vince's eyes went wide in terror. 


"Get him upstairs!" Nikki screamed to Duff who obliged by dragging the terrified blonde upstairs. 


Alice followed, ducking the sudden influx of stingers that were flying through the air, forcing Nikki, Duff and 


the other guards to the stone floor to hide their faces in their arms. 
"We're gonna dieeeeee!" Duff sobbed wildly, irrtating Nikki's already raw nerves with his ear piercing sobs. 


"No, you are going to, and at my hand if you don't stop that fucking wailing like a schoolgirl! | thought you 
were my guard!" Nikki snapped raising to his feet. 


"| aml!" 


"Then make yourself useful and go get me some Raid!" Nikki instructed him with a waving hand. "Lots of it.. 
fucking tanker truck fulll" 


"Where in the hell am | gonna get that much Raid?" Duff asked stupidly. 


"Well, your not gonna get it in Hell, you inept excuse for a fucking demon personal assistant! Your gonna get it 


from Earth!" 
"Earth? What? Where?" Duff's eyes widened. 


"Are you fucking stupid? Do | have to do everything around here?" Nikki snapped, "You're just going to go up 
there and find a tanker truck of Raid, hi-jack it and bring it to mel" Nikki shouted, and stormed into the 


upstairs bedroom where Vince was curled up in the corner with Alice. 
"Are- are they gone?" Vince whimpered. 


"No, but if Duff will hurry back with that Raid we'll get rid of them," said Nikki, and he grinned maliciously, 
rubbing his hands together. 


"Raid?" Vince smiled in recognition of the name. 
"RAID!" Alice cackled, "What a genius idea, my son 
"Glad you approve!" Nikki turned from the room feeling fairly sure that his lover was safe for now. 


A loud bang on the front lawn of the castle told Nikki that Duff was indeed back with the pesticide, and he 
rushed out to where the shiny silver tanker truck sat with it's frightened driver cringing inside at sights 
before him. Giant Hornets swarming a medieval looking castle as hordes of Gryphons, carrying their slimy 
riders raced towards him. The driver had been rolling along down l-40 with Credence Clearwater Revival 
blaring from his speakers and eating a Hot Mama Sausage when the demon Duff had appeared beside him. He 
had been so shocked he didn't even struggle when Duff took the wheel and the rig reappeared in Hell in the 


middle of a Civil War. He was now praying to whatever God could hear him for salvation. 


And suddenly Nikki was on the hood of the big Peterbilt, blue light saber in hand, battling the beasts of Hell 
and splattering their remains on the truck's windshield. Nikki wasted little time in crawling up on the tanker 


part and attaching a hose to the emptying spout then yelling to Duff, “Turn that red switch up allllll the way." 


"Yes, sir! Right away!" Duff struggled the safety valve off and turned the switch up as far as it would go and 
then some, sending a shot through the hose that took Nikki by surprise; the thing took on a life of its own. 


The hose swelled massively between Nikki's legs and seemed to rise upwards, jerking Nikki off his feet and 
slinging him wildly in the air sending out a fifty-foot stream of.. RAID! Nikki was not pleased to find himself the 
unwilling passenger of the suddenly wild hose and he held on for dear life, his hair whipping around his face as 


he tried to relate to Duff to lower the pressure. 


"DAAAAAAAAMN! SHIIIIIIIIIIT! The hose swung him right. "FUUUUUUCKKKK TURN IT DOWWWWN-- 
ARRRRRRRGH" 


"What'd you say, Master Nikki?" Duff replied, cupping his ear. His reward was a drenching of pesticide and a 
midget demon who fell on his head when his Hornet expired suddenly beneath him. 


And that was followed by several hundred midget demons falling to their deaths and/ or splattering onto and 


killing gryphons and other beings below as their Hornets died and vanished with a poof. Nikki was coating 
everything with the hose that he tried to not be bucked off of. And much to his surprise it was working. 


Meanwhile, whilst Nikki was trying to get the hose-bronco under control, Alice had tried his best at consoling 
Vince. 
"Look, it's alright. Hey, you've got me with you." 


"But | still wanna know..how did | get pregnant?" Vince asked softly, touching his stomach. At this, Alice could 
only scratch his head, for even he didn't know the exact details. 


"Well..it goes like this. Since Nikki apparently chose you for a mate, and you're not female..he's gonna need an 
heir. So when he took you, he must have done something to change your structure so that you would be able 


to produce an heir for him." 


Vince's head swirled with the new information. Then, the same, dreaded feeling he'd had when he saw Bret killed 
started unfolding in him again, uncoiling like a sleepy spring. 


"But..what if | don't want to be his mate anymore?" 


Alice looked hard at Vince for a minute, and opened his mouth to answer. However, before he could utter 


anything, the door slammed open. Baz sulked inside looking most unhappy, with Dave partially obscured by the 


door. 
"Youl How did you" 

"Glad to see you too, Alice," Baz replied "Or should | say..dad?" 

"Oh, don't call me that you bitch," Alice groaned. Vince looked at the two of them, puzzled 
"What's going on here? Dad?" he demanded. Baz smirked at him evilly. 

"So you're the new little mate? Ooh, I'm going to enjoy you dear." 


For the first time in a few days, fear gripped Vince's heart. He backed into Alice, who began forming something 
akin to lightning at the tips of his fingers. 


"I am going to banish you myself once and for all, damnit!" Alice shouted, and prepared to attack. Before he had 
a chance, however, Baz grinned maniacally and held his hand up. The air from Alice's throat left his body ina 
sudden rush, and he collapsed, stunned. 


"| learned a little something in that pit my so-called lover abandoned me in, see?" he said, his voice reaching a 


high-pitch. Dave grinned behind him, and pulled a capsule out of his pocket. 


"Don't worry," the red head said in mock-reassurance just as Alice had began to get up again. "We'll return 


him in a bag!" 
Dave threw the capsule down, and a sallow burst of gas filled the room, making it smell not unlike sulfur. Alice 


choked, his eyes burning as he tried to reach for Vince. Baz, however, beat him to it and grabbed the boy, 
carrying him off down the hallway, Dave at his heels. 


"What is that he is spraying?" one Hornet said to the other who squinted at the blue writing on the truck. 
"Raid," it replied..er. buzzed. 

"RAINIIIID!" Came the reply from one thousand hornets as they collectively poofed in a cloud of Raid. 

By then, Nikki had mastered the hose and was riding it like a master hose rider. He cackled and whooped in glee 
as the thousands of hornets poofed and midgets rained out of the sky. But just as he was beginning to get 


comfortable and the beasts below had gotten over the shock of seeing Nikki riding a hose around in the air, 
the product ran out, the hose shrank, and Nikki plopped in the moat with a splash. 


"Should | turn it off now?" Duff called 


"You imbecile! Help me out of herel" Nikki clambered onto a rock just as a ‘gator jumped up and snapped at his 


heels. "EEEEEEEEEEEP! Duff, SAVE ME!" 


Nikki held up his shirt and poked his toe at the ‘gator who recoiled with intention to attack. But it wasn't the 
alligator's day-- and not Nikki's either. 


"Nikki! " Alice screamed from the castle window above, "BAZ HAS VINCE! HE KNOCKED ME OUT WITH SOME 
TYPE OF GAS AND HE TOOK VINCE!" 


"That worthless son of a-!" Nikki fade in a red cloud and headed straight for Baz's lair. 


Round and Round.. 
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"Put me down damnit!" Vince shouted as he struggled against Baz to no avail; the taller blonde had him in a 


death-grip, and wasn't planning on letting go. 
‘Oh no, not until I'm done with you!" Baz said, the insane look in his eyes telling Vince he may not get out alive.. 
But Nikki would save him. Wouldn't he? 


Dave smirked as the three of them nearly crashed into Baz's lair. Vince was thrown roughly on the couch, and 


he tried to get up and run again, Dave blocked the way. 


"Didn't you hear what the man said?" the redhead spoke warningly. He then turned to Baz, who was biting his 


lower lip in excitement. 

"So, we gonna kill him? Put him on the rack?" 

"The rack? Hm.." Baz made himself appear to look pensive, but in his mind he'd already had Vince's punishment 
worked out. He wanted to shake Nikki so bad..make him pay for what he did! And if he couldn't take over Hell, 
he'd take over his whore! 


"| have a better idea Help me take him downstairs." 


"Downstairs eh?" It was well known to Dave that Baz kept something of a mini-torture chamber downstairs in 


his pad. Well known because Dave himself had been there many a time. "What will we do to him down there?" 
"You'll see.." Baz said suggestively, then, "but it won't involve you.” 


Dave did something akin to a pout, then looked around nervously. "We'd better hurry, Nikki may be here any 
minute.." Dave hurriedly threw Vince over his shoulder, who had been oddly quiet until now. Being moved made 


him begin to kick and scream again, and Baz grabbed onto his feet. 


"Quiet you little rodent! And Nikki doesn’t even know where this place is..but | can depend on you and your ilk 
to cover, RIGHT?" Baz forced out the last word, wanting to see Dave flinch. When the redhead didn't, Baz 


smirked as the two of them went through a disguised door once downstairs. 


Through the door there was a flight of stairs numbering about twelve, and the three of them went down very 
quickly. Vince gasped as he gazed on the torture apparatus they were leading him to: it looked like a large 
wheel, not unlike something you would find on a horse's cart. However, there were tiny spikes along the edge 


and cuffs. 


Vince found himself strapped to the wheel, which actually wasn't as large as he thought. The spikes dug into 
the heels of his feet while the cuffs bit at his wrists and ankles; it was then that he realized the futility of 


struggling. 
"Motherfucker!" he shouted instead. Undeterred, Baz leaned down over him, grinning. 


"Now that wasn't very nicel" he mock scolded. "Now..Vince is it? ..You can do one of two things: do what | say, 


or my buddy Dave here is gonna make you wish you'd never been born!" 


After a few seconds of silence, Vince screwed his face into a mask of defiance, and spat almost perfectly into 


Baz's eye. Dave snickered behind him while the taller blonde carefully wiped his eye with his sleeve. 


"Do it..full speed," Baz said to Dave, who made a show of spitting in his hands and pulling down on a large, red 


lever. 


Vince felt a giddy sensation as the wheel began spinning. This was torture? Hal He'd been on more torturous 


amusement park rides. 
As Vince began giggling excitedly, Baz spun angrily to Dave. 
"| said full power! Wipe that fucking smile off his face!" 


Dave shrugged helplessly and called back, "This is full speed! It hasn't been used in a while, it needs to build up 


juice!" 


Indeed, the whirligig did begin to build up juice. It didn't go unnoticed to Vince that the "ride" was quickly going 
from harmless to very vomit inducing. The room blurred together in one black mass, Baz and Dave's voices 
melding together until they were one, squabbling, high-pitched babble. Vince's world went eye-blinding white, 
then black again as he remotely felt his throat contract and a shot of vomit force itself from the pit of his 
stomach. He heard a distant shriek, and in his mind he kept telling the person to shut up, he was trying to 
puke his guts out in peace! 


He then realized he was doing the screaming. 


Baz signaled for Dave to slow the machine down, which Dave did begrudgingly. The wheel slowed until it came 
to a complete stop, but not without Baz having to manually grab the thing himself. 


"| think you're ready now..." 


Vince could hardly speak, but managed something along the lines of, "Wh..at is it..?" 
Baz zipped his pants down and grinned. "Glad you asked. Dave, go upstairs." 


Miffed at not being able to watch the torture go further, Dave did his semi-pout and went back to the top 


floor. 


Once there, he leaned against a wall, or it was a wall at first. Suddenly, a pair of strong hands gripped his 


wrists, another pair of legs wrapping around his waist, nearly drawing him into the very woodwork of the wall 


"Where is he?" an all-too familiar voice sneered venomously in his ear. Dave tensed, then the corners of his 


lips twitched. 

"You think I'd tell you? What if | don't know?" 

"You know, you fuck!" Nikki hissed again Dave gave a slight laugh and shook his head. 

"And what are you gonna do to me if | don't tell? Fuck me insane?" 

"| have a little something better in mind..." 

Baz thrust is cock into Vince's mouth again, reveling in his muted scream. He pulled out until only the head 
remained, then thrust back in again Vince had tried to bite him a few times, but a few joyful spins on the 
whirligig had prevented him from doing anything but opening his mouth in aborted screams of agony. 

"I thought you liked being a whore, you little bitch! You think Nikki loves you?" Baz shrieked as he thrust his 
hard dick back into the younger blonde's mouth again. "You think he really cares? All he wants is for you to be 
there every night, just so you can be his little slut! Then when he's done with you, he'll throw you in some 
fucking pit to die! You know it's true!" 

Vince wanted to hurl again, but he couldn't find the strength. He tried to block out what Baz was forcing into 
his brain, but his brain was so disoriented from he spinning wheel..and what if some of it was true? Even if it 


was all completely true, Vince didn't bother to ask just how exactly Baz would know... 


The hardened phallus was thankfully pulled from his mouth, but it didn't return like Vince was half-expecting. 
Instead, what he heard was a loud gasp, and Baz screaming, "You! | thought | told Dave to take care of youl" 


Nikki stood at the head of the stare case, glaring hotly enough at Baz to burn him alive. He gave a mirthless 


laugh and pulled something from behind him: a human arm. 


Baz looked disgusted for a moment, not amused by the parlor trick. 


"Oh, he took care of me alright." Nikki said, and slammed the arm down to Baz. Said appendage rolled at the tall 
man's feet, and he stooped to pick it up..and quickly dropped it when he realized it was real. His eyes widened 
further when upon further examination he realized just whose arm it was. 


"You..." 


"Oh yeah, | shredded him," Nikki confirmed with a mirthless laugh. "And I'll fucking do the same to you if you 


don't give me Vince back!" 


Baz sneered, assuming an unafraid posture. He glanced back at Vince, who had begun to dry heave on the 
wheel. 


"You want him? You can come take him." 
"That should not be a problem." Nikki narrowed his glowering eyes at Baz and descended the steps to his foe. 
"You certainly are a cocky fucker!" Baz whipped out his weapon. Nikki raised an eyebrow in half amusement. 


"You must be kidding me," Nikki said removing from his pants his own weapon. "I have one just like it-- only 


better!" 


"You just think of everything now don't you?" Baz flicked his thumb up the shaft of his toy, "But is yours 
PURPLE?" 


"Nope, mine's RED!" Nikki clicked the switch on his light saber and the light blade shot forth with blinding 
intensity. 


"DIE NIKKI!" Baz charged with his light beam blazing and Nikki was quick to combat him, forcing his foe against 
the wall. 


"You first, Bazl" Nikki drew down the saber effectively enough to cut Baz's light beam in half, bringing the 


taller man to his knees. 


"Oh, Lord Nikki, show me mercy." Baz lowered his head and begged for his very life, but Nikki was not in a 
giving mood- and especially not to the bastard who'd taken his lover... 


While he was distracted, Baz pulled from his coat sleeve a dagger. He lurched forward and stabbed Nikki's leg, 
the dagger easily running through the skin. Nikki shrieked in agony as Baz continued dragging the weapon down, 


blood spurting as does water from a leaky pipe. 


"Son of a BITCH!" Nikki shouted as he fell over in pain. He dropped the saber, and clutched his leg. 


"| should just mercifully end your life right now, you waste," Baz spat, holding the dagger in his trembling hand. 
"Or perhaps I'll take you apart atom by atom as you did with Dave?" 


‘Or perhaps you should remember that somehow, | have been put in such a position that | have the larger 
weapon?" Nikki offered, and picked his saber up once again; he then slashed off Baz's weaponless hand, 
effectively shocking the taller man into grabbing his wounded stump and dropping the knife. Upon doing so, he 
realized his grave mistake when Nikki limped back up onto his good foot. 


Vince averted his eyes as the light beam swooped across and slashed the unlucky Baz in half-- literally.. 
"Oh, Nikki-- | knew you'd come." Vince's eyes lit up. 


"Well, you didn't think | would just leave you here did you?" Nikki replied waving his hands over the cuffs that 


instantly released. 
"Well, no, it was just that Baz said--" 


"Are you gonna believe me or him?" Nikki helped his weak lover to his feet and cradled him in his tattooed 


arms, ignoring his own wound for the moment. 


"You, Nik--" Vince kissed the dark haired demon as he vanished into a haze of red smoke and reappeared in his 


castle. 


After their lovemaking, Vince lay against Nikki panting and thinking about the past few hours; a lot had changed, 
and he knew well that he could not stay with Nikki now. 


The thing in his chest sprang forward like a rotting coil again, sick and sensible all at once. He finally understood 
it to be his regret, but not just regret..a deep-seated regret that he'd forced dormant in his heart all this 


time. 
What had he done? His brother, whom he'd loved all his life as something more, was dead-not just merely 


dead, but dead TWICE. He'd become a whore to a demon, a living sex-thing, and now he was fucking pregnant! 
How stupid could he have been? 


He couldn't stay, not after knowing what he knew. Nikki had yet to say he loved Vince.. at all. 
Baz was right, he was just a sex toy. 


With those thoughts in his head, Vince rose from the satin covered bed and escaped into the dark pits of Hell- 
- he had to find a way out.. 


NNNNNNNNNNNNNNN Aw 


Eight Months Later... 


The difference in time on Earth and in Hell was mind blowing; what had only been a month in Hell had been like 


an entire year topside. Vince was learning that now as he returned to Nikki's lair-- minus his child. 


Vince had given his child to a Catholic family in Georgia to raise as their own and returned to Hell to face Nikki 


and what punishment he had coming. 


And he knew Nikki would exact a punishment on him that was cruel and deadly. 
Nikki tensed when Vince dared to show his face in his lair again. That little ingrate had RUN..Nikki had never 
known such hurt in all his life. Not even the occasional beatings by Alice compared to the utter ripping apart 


of his heart. 


He'd actually let himself believe that Vince had loved him. He felt weak in his knees at his own foolishness..but 


there was something different about him now.. 

"Nikki," Vince said flatly. There was nothing cold about it, nor anything particularly cordial. 

"Vince," Nikki shot back. "Where have you been? We looked all over for you, then." 

"| went topside," said Vince in reply, as if discussing the weather. Nikki felt himself trembling with rage. 
"TOPSIDE?! You went back to the fucking Earth? How-why?"" 


"A demon in the lower workings of the castle explained,” Vince said, suddenly very tired. "| did it for the sake of 


our child." 
Now Nikki knew what was so off about Vince-he wasn't pregnant anymore! But then.what had happened? 
"What did you do?" Nikki demanded firmly. "Was it a miscarriage?" 


With a sly smile, Vince said, "No. It was a beautiful baby boy. But you'll never see him. | put him on some nice 
family's doorstep, Catholic people." 


"YOU WHAT?" Nikki's voice thundered frighteningly at the somber blonde. 


"| gave our son away for adoption. It was for his own good, | swear," Vince repeated as he slid into a corner, as 


far away from Nikki as he could get. 


"And just how did you figure it was a good idea to leave a half- demon child on earth to be raised by of all 


things a Catholic family?" Nikki fumed, this was an answer he would love to hear. 


"Nikki, | know the truth.. Baz was right when he said you didn't love me and you wanted me just for my body- 


- to use me as a fucking sex doll. Then, when | bore your son, you would have dumped me like yesterdays 
trash!" Vince said and rose to his feet; he'd cried far too much and hurt far too much for this demon bastard 


who had stolen his youth, innocence, family, child, and every ounce of self- respect he had. 

‘| own you, you ungrateful blonde bitch! | made you what you are, more than the fucking sniveling pussy that 
you were!" Nikki waved his hands dramatically almost threateningly at him. "And | will break you in the same 
way!" 

Vince did not cower as he usually did before Nikki's temper; he stood there eye to eye with his former lover.. 
and laughed. At first it was a mere giggle, but then it grew into a boisterous guffaw, bordering on maniacal. 
Nikki felt his anger rise with every high-pitch. 

"You..how DARE you come into my home, make me think you actually wanted mel” 


"| could ask you the same thing!" Vince shouted back between his laughter. 


Nikki felt something snap. He felt something physically snap in his brain, loudly. It echoed off his skull and 


bounced back to every nerve point, made his hair tingle 

He looked down and realized that the snap wasn't merely in his head.. 

Oh, God. 

He'd snapped his neck 

Nikki dropped his lover in horror. Vince fell to the ground, his leg twitched once; he moved no more. 


The force with which Nikki had slapped him had broken his fragile, mortal neck. Nikki felt something odd, 
watery, salty spring to his eyes and roll down his cheeks. He collapsed on to his knees, and sobbed over his 
dead lover's already stiffening body. He would stay there for the entire night, crying his eyes out, and when he 
wasn't sobbing hysterically he would mutter strange words of love. 


When the dawn came, Nikki had resolved himself to move on. He had to, didn't he? That's what demons did. He'd 
killed his lover and he had to get over it. It happened all the time, right? Of course it did. 


He shut the boy's eyes, glazed over with dead, with the tips of his fingers. He'd find a place for him later, for 


now he had to find a way to convince himself to live with what'd he'd done. 


